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CHAPTER I 


YIENHA. 

Pbepabatiouts foe Peepoeiiances at the Bubo Theatee 
— Kaeolihe MuiiLBE — P eau von Weiszenthoen, the 
Authoeess — Qualified Success — Pauli — The Powee 
OF Deess and of Coquetet — To Hungaet — Pbess- 
BUEG — Linz — Beunn — Prague — Dresden — Devrient 
• — J uDiB Rettich — Hofeath Bottgee — Tieok — Ho- 
FEATH Winkler — Baeon Steenbeeg — Baeon Gott- 
HILP AuGUoT von Maltitz — Tiedge — Cagliosteo —A 
Sad Spring-scented Memoeiad 

So the time went on till one day we found ourselves 
once more re-installed, hale and hearty, in the neat 
Erzherzog Karl,” in Vienna , now the prepara- 
tions for my starring engagement could begin. In 
the first place I called on the artistes of the Burg 
Theatre 

I was received very kindly by all, even by 
Karohne Muller, with whom I had had an encounter 
at the Konigstadt Theatre nine years ago, which 
had cost me many tears How we laughed heartily 
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at ttesa old nval skirmishes, on account of mj 
beloved Oonntesa Elsbeth in the ”Toumier von 
Kronfltadt/’ and her sfciU more beloved bbnd 
tbeatncal grey horse 

“Now,** she Bald, “you yourself will allow that 
I could not let you have the beloved grey horse, 
won’t you? Self preservation is the first duty of 
an artiste 1 ” 

I purposed to dibut as “ Snschon,** because I had 
achieved in this very rdle the most bnlliant successes, 
even upon the desolate dnll ground of the Pesth 
Theatre 

“Not bnllmnt enough for Yionna — no toflofc- 
effects I * Karohno Mfillor said doubtfully 

I had reason afterwards to rue not having fol- 
lowed the advice of her who bad such exponouco of 
the world, and in particular of Yjonna^ 

From a visit I paid to Frau von ’Weisxonthnm, to 
whoso very pretty pieces, such ns Paulmo, Baroness 
'Wnldh&ll, Julio in “ Boschlimto Eifcrsucht,” &c , A.C., 
I owed so many Imudsoroo successes, I promised 
tnysclf some ploasuro She lived in a charming 
villa in one of the suburbs of Vienna, m very com- 
fortahlo arcuinstanccs As the child of n Koblenz 
actor, Veronika Grilolioi^ had played, together 
with hor brothers and sister^, ns far back ns 
the Fc%cnlh and eight decade of la^l conlnty, 
the juvenHo comedies from Woisios “Kinder- 
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ficnnd (Glnldrcn’s Fiiend), now long for- 
gottt'n From tlic Couit Tliej\lio in jMunclien 
phc c:\inc to tho Bur" Thcatie in Vienna in the 
)CM' 1790, ni.unod Heir ion Ayci«;/onlluirn, 
and p].i\ ed for ninii} yeni s — a naugliH' world even 
said for too ninny ^eais — t,hc paits of first lovers. 
Kven now, despite her succe'^^^cs as a comedy- 
^^rltcr, and in spite of her GI yeais, she still acted 
eldei I}' ch.iracter-rd/e'f. 

Frau \on '\Vei‘'/.cnthuru received me awfully 
clcgiacall} IJer \ery welcome and request — 
Dt'ar Fi.iulcin, will 3011 not take a seat?” 
sounded like 'J'hekla's sad: “What is life wuthoiit 
the gem of love?” and was follou’cd up ; “I 
am glad that you arc pleased w ith Vienna . . 
which sounded like Desdemona’s soug of the 
willow. 

Wlien Frau von Weiszenthurn eventually asked 
me to drink a cup of colTec wuth her she almost 
melted in “ saduess and delight ” 

To complete the portrait, friend Witthauer told 
me a little story about the sentimentality of Frau 
von Weiszenthurn, winch was universally-known, 
and even in the most ordinary matters most tran- 
scendent. 

It was raining heavily, and Frau von Weiszen- 
thurn, with a graceful stork-step, her clothes well 
tucked up, strides through the masses of water at 
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tie moat, pathetically balancing her umbrella 
Unfortunately she has to pass a cab-stand 

“ Cab, yoor honour? the first cabby asks 
Thank von, my fnend, I have got an umbrella I 
Frau von Weiszenthum replies languiJly, tummg 
up her eyes and umbrella pathetically, os if sho 
declaimed -mth Johanna “ The pain is short, but 
joy 19 everlasting ’* 

The driver looks at her speechless No 2 repeats 
the ordinary cabby-question “ Oab, your honour 

"Without tinng, Frau von Weiszonthurn rcpUos— 
** Thank you, my fnend, I have got an umbrella I ” 
only by a few tones more languidly still, and with 
an ologiao turning np of her oyos and umbrella in 
the comparative, something like Grotchon s ** Ach 
noigo — Du Schracrzonroioho — Dein Antlits gnUdig 
memor Noth I ” 

But then burst forth the well known wittincss of 
the frolicsome Vionnoso cab-dnvora, and 2 
breathed m a still more elegiac way m his Sunday 
high German — 

* But, good gracious, your honour, why such a 
mock bcliaviour ? 

“ ho would ask sncli a silly question, Toncrl 
Do you not hear? sho Ins a * fichirm I ** (umbra 11a, 
screen, protection) TIml is tho clnpsical aiiswir 
of cabby N o 1 

That IS llic Signal, and It goes from /Tiirri to/inn'i' 
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“Do you not hear, Tonerl; she has a 
^ schirm ’ . . 

“ h^o, no ! we will not drive ; she has a 
‘ schirm.’ . 

Frau von Weiszenthurn says no more; she only 
sighs softly to herself, slips past as quickly as 
possible, and only from time to time casts a glance 
at the band of Korah, as if she swallowed the 
words : “ Ich achte keinen Mann mehr I ” (I esteem 
no man now !) 

The Viennese received me kindly in my part of 
Suschen, but nevertheless as if they were a little 
disappointed. My “ Madame Danville,” which I 
had studied in Pans after the pattern of Mdlle. 
Mars, pleased less still. My Danville was considered 
too measured, not piquant and pointed enough. 
But the good Viennese thought it particularly un- 
pardonable that Madame Danville ventured to 
appear before them in the same ball-costume, 
though a delightfully beautiful and certainly 
terribly expensive one, in which I had paraded 
at Baden in “Zwei Jahre verheirathet.” 

As the “ well-brought-up young god-mother ” and 
as “ Margarethe ” I scored gratifying successes, 
was applauded and called out, but I believe not by 
a pulse more warmly than a few days afterwards 
Karohne Muller’s “ angelic little hat ” and 
“'heavenly” new dress were received. 
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I Bat la the pit to see “ Die Folgen ©iner 
Missheirath,” a piece I had not seen before 
Pretty Peohe gave the aentimental rSle vrith •warm 
feeling, and a touching natural tmthfuiness, and 
looLed exceedingly lovely in her simple dreas of 
white mnsbn, ns a poor sergeant’s daughter Not a 
hand moved, I only saw shrugging of shoulders and 
even heard “ How common ! For such a thing one 
does not pay one’s good money to be admitted into 
the Burg Theatre , such toilets one can sco m 
hundreds in the * An * and the * Prater ’ every 
Sunday ” 

Then Knrolino MQllor made her appcaranoo m 
the second act, and was rocoivod with long con- 
tinued onthuaiastio applause “Well,” thought I 
to myself, ** she probably has a groat and difficult 
part to perform *' 

ifniJ point du (out / After some insignificant 
phrases she wont away again rustling, and tlio dear 
audienco were not satisfied tiU she presented herself 
ever anew And I heard my neighbours who had so 
sharply cnticizcd Peebo a little while ago exclaim 
in ecstasy again and again '‘Charming I \c3, 
Knrolino Mtillor outshines all the re^t , she is simply 
overpowenng "What an inventive talent 1** 

“ Wbal did she invent, pray?” I nskotl, still 
quite innocently "Her part ha.s ns yet been very 
insignificant " 
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Then the stout Yiennese lady looked at me with 
her big, round, fat eyes, in compassionate amaze- 
ment, as if the terrible thought moved her heart : 
Is the poor thing blind, or does she come from the 
backwoods of Poland? — Then from the hedge of 
her ingeniously made teeth there came forth an 
angry growl. “ Role here, rdle there I what about 
that ? Do you not see how charming is the effect 
of that clever combination of white and green in 
her dress ? It reminds one of the Scottish tartan, 
but yet IS much more original and piquant, and this 
new costume Karoline Muller invented. The day 
after to-morrow you will see it in the ‘ Prater * 
in the most diverse variations. And how en- 
chantingly her toilet is matched by the delicate 
httle hat with the moss-roses, a veritable model 
of fashion ! ” 

“ Ay, ay ! ” I said to myself with an angry sigh. 
“ I forgot that we are in the fashion-period at the 
Burg Theatre at present.” 

Afterwards, when I came to Yienna for a second 
senes of performances, I was thoughtless enough 
to accept battle with Karoline Muller also in the 
toilette. I appeared on eleven different occasions, 
and received for each performance 20 ducats, then 
a prodigious fee, now-a-days a mere trifle. The 
whole of this fee I sacrificed, with a heavy heart, to 
the Moloch of fashion, Behr, whose fabulous reputa- 
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tion had awfully increased with the credulous 
Ammonites of Vienna. Herr von Behr accepted my 
modest sacnfice with a gracious smile and promised 
to adorn mo ** divinely ** And all the Ammonites 
flocked in endless streams, night after night, to the 
temple of the Burg Theatre, and did homage to mo, 
1 e , to the work of their great idol, Behr, with tho 
full Vigour of thoir hands and feet. 

Tho greatest furore we — namely, IleiT von Bohr 
in the first and Karohne Bauer in tho second place 
— made as ** Mona odcr Dio drei Epochen ’* First 
of all tho enraptured Vieonoso wore introduced to a 
young lady in a charming poetic olhcrcnl costume, 
then to tho some Mona as bndd in a fairy like ball 
toilet, and at last to tho young widow ^lana in a 
siren hko, infatuating pomp, awaiting hor second 
suitor 

A similar success “wo” had in the “Ball su 
Ellcrbrunn,’ and in “ BUrgorheh und romanlisch *’ 
by Baucrnfold 

Such successes made mo wanton, impnulont— 
nnd in sjuto of all well menning warnings I went 
into tho anaro and I congratulate nj}BtIf tins 
day that I got off so cheaply 

Along with mo thcro starred in tho Burg Thnlro, 
in 1837, my ciccllenl Dresden brotlior artut* , Bnuh, 
who was grraily cflcOmetl and liked m tho h Ibo 
Flotxncc We had often played together m Alluniii 
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comedy, “Die gefaliiliclie Tante,” and achieved 
great successes. Indeed, I only know of one more 
“Freiherr von Emmerling,” who put Pauli’s 
excellent and masterly delineation of this character 
into the shade, and that was Theodor Doring. 

Thus it happened that Pauli and I arranged 
between us, when m Dresden, that we would 
appear together on the stage of the Burg Theatre 
in the “ Gefahrliche Tante.” I got the special 
permission from the manager- general in Dresden to 
take with me my beautiful, genuine aunt-costume 
of last century. A dress of heavy brown satin 
with yellow stripes, embroidered with flowers ; 
along with it a huge white cap piled up to a 
tower. 

Pauli made his dehut as lago in “ Othello,” and 
was called after every act “ Master ” Anschutz 
was an unsurpassable Othello, and Julie Betti ch, 
who had accepted a life-engagement at the Burg 
Theatre a year before, charmed and moved wonder- 
fully as Desdemona 

Everything promised well Count Furstenberg, 
the successor to Count Czernm m the office of 
intendant, gave a cosy bttle artiste-dinner in 
honour of the two guests from Dresden, and Pauli 
und I were highly delighted. The intendant, a 
friendly, courteous gentleman of about 40, made an 
agreeable host up to the dessert, when he suddenly 
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dropped into a etrango fraakneaa, ^ la Pnncesa 
Melanie Metternich 

A guest inquired about our npproacbing porfonn 
ance of the “ Gefiihrliohe Tante *’ 

" Oh, our Karoliue MftUer and Wilholmi are 
nnsurpaBsable, unrivalled as the ‘ dangerous aunt 
and as ‘ Emraerhng, ** the intendant thought aloud, 
all of a sudden 

Pauli’s eyes flashed like lightning, and about tho 
comers of bis mouth there played a bitter, sarcastic 
smile. 

I endeavoured to start a now subject of con versa 
tion In vain I His Excellency wont on to “think” 
with more and moro ammotion 

“IVhat stage would oomparo with tho Burg 
Theatre ? Our artistes nro tho most brilliant, tlio 
only true stars on tho theatneal horizon of tho 
present. ** 

“ But, your Excellency, why then nro the 
mombors of other stages so often invited to play 
at tho Burg Theatre? * Pauli said, not without 
nenraony 

“In order to become acquainted with other 
talents too,*’ his Fxccllcncy said, perpkxcil, and 
adroitly gave the signal for theclcanngof the table 

Dunng the rehearsal of tho “OLfttbrlicho Tnnti 
FrTvulcm Rcichol, wlio played tho clmrabcriiniil,foid 
to mo — 
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“ I hope you will appear in the costly cloak of 
red velvet, trimmed with real ermine, like Karolme 
!RIuller. It is a splendid match to the white satm 
dress ! ” 

“ No, I shall endeavour to appear like Adele 
Muller, who is engaged at a small provincial 
theatre, and is not likely to possess an ermine 
cloak 1 ” 

Then you will not be received with applause on 
your appearing on the stage as Karolme Muller 
always is ” 

“ But Adele Muller would have had to sacrifice 
more than a whole year’s wages for such a costly 
cloak, you know, and yet she is but an actress, and 
has to keep her poor family ” 

Fiaulein Reichel shrugged her shoulders, saying — 
“ Our public does not mind that I ” 

After the rehearsal, "Weber, the good old 
hair-dresser of the theatre, stepped up to me 
officiously. 

“ Mem Fraulein,” he said, “ a word of the 
greatest significance. . . . How shall I arrange 
the little curls for the * dangerous little aunt ? ’ ” 

“ Not at all, good Weber I have brought with 
me my Dresden grey wig, well packed away. AIL 
IS in first rate trim ” 

Q-rey wig beneath the dehcate lace cap?” he 
cried, horrified. 




12 


MEUOIBS OF KA-BOLIFE SAVER 


“STo, no little lace cap, but nn honest, old 
fashioned, sturdy, great granny cap ! ” 

“ But will not that look dreadful along with the 
white satin dress with the long train ? ” 

“ Oh, keep your mind quite easy, good 'Weber, 
the cap la excellently suited to my hundred year-old 
brown dress with yellow stripes ” 

“ Brown, with yellow stripes ? — a hundred years 
old — grey wig — great granny cap — I am thunder 
struck 1” the little fidgety old man exclaimed 
" And Frnulein Ejiroltno SIBllor looks particularly 
well ns ' aunt,’ so beautiful and dainty, Iiko a sugar 
plnm that you could just cat ” 

“ But, ray good Weber, the ‘ dangerous aunt, 
you ought to know, must not look like a sugar 
plum thnt you could just cat She is, on the con 
trary, to inspire confidoncoin tbo obstinate Fmmcr 
ling by a right venerable aunt like appearance ” 
“ True — only too true,” tbo old man continued, 
plaintivily “ Bnt of what use is to us the ‘ vener 
able if wo make fiasco with it — a dreadful fiasco ? 

Watch what comes of it I " 

All this ominous clamour had indeed caused my 
courage to sink greatly During the hair dressing 
operations for the first net Beber sighed quite 
piloousl), and conjured mo to Bind at once for 
the nd ailvet cloak Inrainid with trminc Bat I 
remained firm, oven whin the olhtr Indus of tho 
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cast stared at my aunt-costume as Mrs. Lot did 
before she turned into a pillar of salt. 

Pauli was tbe first to enter the stage — not a hand 
moved. I followed in a grey cloak. . . . Stillness 
of death I Thereupon a dismally increasing a-a-ah 
of disappointment, which, to my indeed somewhat 
spoiled artiste-ear, sounded like the tones from the 
last trumpet on doomsday. But I collected myself 
and bravely continued my part. The pretty scene 
with the chambermaid gave me an opportunity to 
introduce a nice httle touch. I changed a few 
words. 

When I presented myself to my admirers in a 
charming costly neglige^ this brand-new prodigy of 
the magician Behr was greeted with due applause. 
The chief moment approached. With a beating 
heart, and accompanied by copious sighs on the 
part of Weber, I put my luckless cap on my grey 
wig, slipped into the ancient brown dress with yellow 
-Stripes of a hundred years ago . . . and the death- 
stillness that received me was, if possible, more pro- 
found than before, and the a-a-a-ah of disappointment 
rose to the sound of a trombone. 

Pauh had lost his head completely — and did not 
find it again that evening. Only when we put httle 
Mane carefully, tenderly to bed . . . softly — ^gently 
. . . not to waken the beloved child . . . then the 
heart of the Viennese grew warm, and their hands 
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and mouths rewarded the efforts of the poor Dresden 
^pjBstB by applause and recall 
Weber stood as if relieved of a nightmare, and 
even squeezed my hand heartHy, whioh, from respect 
for me, he had never ventured to do before, whisper 
ing 'You may congratulate yourself — I should never 
have believed that all would eud bo well — with such 
a dress and such a monster of a cap, and such miser 
able grey curls How you would have succeeded 
if you had decked yourself like ** 

Like a sugar plum that you could just oat 1 ** I 
interrupted him with a laugh But at bottom I did 
not at all feel disposed for loughtor, and at the con 
elusion, when Emmorlmg seeing the aunt’s costume 
lying on the floor, said ** Thank goodness, there 
lies the aunt 1 * then a perfect fury at tho brown 
dress with yellow atnpes once so beloved, carao over 
mo, and tho head dress also cxpenoncod it when I 
throw it into tho band box 
Afterwards, whoq I sat m the pit stalls, iny chotks 
flushed, and my heart beat with expectation to 
SCO Karolino Jliillcr as tho ** dangerous aunt,” and 
Iho "sugar plum,” really rovishingly lK»nu(iful in 
her mantlet of purple velvet triramed with emilne, 
and Spanish hat with plume — and agam in a drew 
of white faiiD with tram, ncbly oruainciit(.d with 
lace, and in a channiog laco head'<lm‘*<, u ia 
ilaintcDon, and coquettish little curls — nvcived 
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by an almost mad outburst of applause of the 
Jiouse. . . . 

5)5 * 

And once more I was to proceed to Hungary from 
Tienna on a starring expedition. My colleague 
Horn, wbo annually gave a performance for charitable 
purposes m Pressburg, and, in recognition of this, 
had been made an honorary burgess by the munici- 
pality of that ancient Hungarian coronation-town, 
Tequested me to appear together with him at Press- 
fburg, in “ Menschenhass and Reue,” as Eulalie and 
Meinau ! At the same time I was to be introduced 
to a genuine Hungarian autumnal festival in the vine- 
yard of the burgomaster of Pressburg. Of course 
I agreed to accompany him thither. 

On the way I asked Korn : My dear colleague, 
tell me frankly, without the least reserve, why I, who 
am younger and more blooming than your seven 
actresses who play first parts, and, I may presume, 
not less able, why I, in spite of my best efforts, have 
not achieved greater successes at the Burg Theatre ? ” 

Then he smiled archly : “ You are not cunning 
and coquettish enough for us Viennese, and do not 
understand to place yourself always and everywhere 
in the most brilliant light Moreover, you take 
too little trouble to win friends and patrons among 
our fashionable, influential cavaliers. On the con- 
trary, our young counts and princes think you 
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mucH too prudiali and reserved you must Imve 
hurt many a blue-blood heart And that is not the 
way to play at the Burg with impunity ** 

I listened perfectly dumbfounded Then I could 
not help thinking of those young, bare-faced cava 
liers, who made me, so to say, run tho gauntlet each 
time I passed through the comdors on leaving tho 
theatre twisting tbeir moustaohos, whirnng imper- 
tinently “Mein Fruulein, my carnage — a supper 
awaits yon I should liko to become your fnond '* 
And on my hastening past them proudly, I 
hoard them say, m their charming Viennese jargon 
“ She puts on confoundedly nnstocratio airs I but a 
skin sho has — the whitest, softest, most tempting 
fibin in the world ** 

There was tho duo 1 Kom continued “Lotus 
add to this, that tho love of tho ^^cDncso for tljoir 
resident artistes is of a touching constancy They 
hardly notice that wo gmdunllv grow old with them 
"Wero you not surpnpcd that wo old fellows, Ludwig 
Lowo and I — whoso combined ages amount to almost 
a hundred years — still with rou tho parts of 

youthful lovers ? No stranger di^ciplo of Thnln can 
n«o Ixjsido UP— and if Fichtner were not a native of 
Vienna I declnrt you would have had to jday 
* tho young god motlior with me 1 

I could not hdp laughing when I heard Ihi* 
Jlc5idc«, it jupt occutTcil to mo tlml AHinna’s “ un 
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surpassable Kom” had but very moderately pleased 
the public during a series of performances he gave 
in Berlin in 1825, although Mad Stich was greatly 
taken with him and fought for him. The Berliners 
thought their Rebenstem more feeling, and their P. 
A. WoLS more intellectual and ideal, and Korn’s 
voice husky and his visage insignificant, and could 
not understand how this man of forty and upwards 
could still be the much-coveted Adonis of the- 
youngest and most beautiful of the Vienna fair, 
and be overwhelmed with love-letters and rendez- 
vous. 

I found it impossible to understand that m Vienna 
either. But I must acknowledge that Korn was the 
most discreet Adonis I He never spoke of his ro- 
mantic adventures, although this was hon ton in 
Vienna 

Such conversation about art and the stage 
shortened the monotonous way to Pressburg At 
four o’clock in the afternoon our coach stopped in 
front of the stately official residence of the mayor of 
the ancient Hungarian coronation-town The ex- 
ceedingly handsome son of the house did the honours 
of the house to us in a cavaher-like way — and 
soon made his court to me with the true fire of the 
Magyars. I see him still, in his handsome, becoming 
national dress, driving the team of four wild greys 
that drew us in a gallop out to the festival in the 
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Tineyard of hiB parents — I there see myself, high 
above the glittering Danube, dancing to the sounds 
of the stormy gipsy mnsio, or turning in the intoxica'* 
ting Czardas with the handsome, enamoured young 
Maurufl amidst fizang rockets and firewheels, a dance 
which I had just learned from him while laughing 
and jesting 'Was it the fiery Tokay which 

made my heart and head feel so oppressed ? "Was it 
the flaming lass which Maurus imprinted upon my 
arm when he suddenly knelt before mo in tho 
Czardas ? I could not be angry with him 

During supper Komdcdaimod Kastolli’s “Niohts 
und Etwas,” and I recited tho significant ** Na I ** — 
which my Breslau fnond, August Knblort, had once 
composed for mo as a pendant to Saphir's ‘*Na 1 
and young Maurus never tired of cooing to mo and 
repeating this “ Ka 1 ** in nil keys 

Next morning I saw n young Magyar huned by 
his fnends, who hod formed into a solemn procession 
A thrilling eight these handsome, blooming youths, 
ID their dark national dross, bearing torohes in their 
hands, Badness in their eyes Maurus also was 
among them 

In the evening wo played *' Mcuschcnha58 und 
Hcuo ’ with great success , here wo could cmph^slzo 
more thau was permitted at the Burg Thcatn. Dur* 
inp the parting scene acted bctwwn ^Iinau and 
Fulahe there was such universal ucipmg, that ono 
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miglifc Lave cried . Aux parapluies ^ — as was done 
during the performance of the piece in Pans "with 
Mdlle. Mars as Eulalie. At the conclusion Korn, for 
the first time, called me “ Dearest sister in art I ” 
Maui us, with his four greys, drove home in triumph, 
and afterwards accompanied us a long, long distance 
on horseback, when we started on our nightly return- 
journe}’’ to Vienna When he kissed my hand for 
the last time, the good moon could have seen a tear 
glittering in his eyes and mine. We never met 
again 

^ it, ^ 

After two short engagements in Linz and Brunn, 
and after a very fatiguing journey by Prague, we 
alighted in the H6tel de Saxe in Dresden, about the 
middle of October, 1834. My joy was great when, 
on examining the theatre-bill, I found that Raupach’s 
Tasso’s Tod” was to be given, with BmilDevrient 
and Julie Rettich in the cast. 

My heart beat with impatience, and as early as 
half-past five I sat with my mother m a small private 
box of the small, ugly, old, theatrical temple. 

It looked like an enormous pie turned upside 
down, and had a melancholy, dull green colour, and 
not a trace of luxury. Moreover, the house was bjit 
poorly lighted. ,, , 

The audience took their seats noiselessly, and 
appeared in simple dress without show. There were 
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wanting tte brillinnt nnitorma of St Petersburg, 
tie elegant ladies of Vienna, the beautiful princes 
and pnneesses of Berlin in the royal boxes Bat 
how 1 felt drawn towards this audience during the 
performance, they eat there perfectly quiet, and 
listened with n devout attention The applause was 
not excessive Only now and then, when particularly 
thrdhug passages occurred, it broke forth with groat 
heartiness 

But what an ideally beautiful, lofty Tasso, was 
Emil Devnent 1 and what a thrdling Loonoro was 
the classical Julie Bottioh, wuth her oiprcssivo 
Southern foaturos 1 Forth was an imposing Duke 
Antonio, and hoarj AVordi a vonornblo monk 

I wont homo with the burning dosiro to find a 
lasting engagement on this stage, and besidu such a 
mimol And mother went on repeating " icli, Linn, 
if only I could see you play Donna Diana together 
with Emil Dovnent 1 ’ 

The first visit I paid next morning was at the 
house of the celebrated art liiatormn, llofrith 
Bdttger, who hnd lieon a rector of a " gj mnnsiiiin,' 
and critic in Voimnr in Goethes time He pn. 
Bciitcd the picture of n liappy old man, with good 
nntured feature*, a pirjietunl smile ujion lin lip*, 
and small hnght eye*, which looknl intclli„i nt, sume- 
limis luquinng, hut which during a cgimr'nlion 
■wen., ns a rule, half closed , then llit stout old gintlc- 
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man looked strikingly like a purring cat. Bottger 
was at that time already 70 years old. 

“ Have you been at Tieck’s already ? ” was one 
of bis first questions on bearing that I would accept 
n-n engagement in Dresden witb much pleasure. 

“Ho, I intended to ask Hofratb Winkler (Tbeodor 
Hell), whose acquaintance I made in Berlin, to in- 
troduce me to Tieck ! ” 

Then the old gentleman put on a curious face, 
wbicb I only understood afterwards. But be said 
harmlessly — 

“ Circumstances are very favourable to your 
wishes at present Fraulein Betticb will not remain 
in Dresden, her husband cannot take Karl Dev- 
rient’s place, the pubhc treat him with an icy cold- 
ness, and his friendship with Tieck has ceased 
likewise. He does not praise her any more I ” 

“ His once beloved pupil ? How is that pos- 
sible ? ” 

“ Hum I The pupil has grown independent, is no 
longer an intellectual slave, cannot afford to hear 
the ‘ master ’ read two or three times a week. . . k 
So the ‘ dramaturg ’ will do his utmost to secure 
you for our stage j firstly, because you are an 
excellent successor to E-ettich — and then from 

revenge against E-ettich Whosoever offends Tieck’s 

* 

self-love IS banished ! So you had better be politic, 
dear miss * Tieck can be enchantmgly amiable. 
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and be reads aloud in an unsurpassed manner Ton 
may learn a good deal from him. Moreover, you 
•will meet in hia house interesting personages AH 
distinguished strangers that come to Dresden pay 
him their respects, and hia wife and daughter are 
truly lovable creatures Seek, to win the friendship 
of Dorothea, his eldest daughter, shots a girl of 
rare talents, and very good heart But you must 
be especially polite to Countess Finkenstoin 
“"WTio is that? Tell me/* I asked, curiously 
“ Tiock a— fnond. This peculiar relationslnp has 
been m onstonco for many years Tou will soon 
see through it yourself I am exceedingly sorry not 
to bo able to introduce you to Tiook, but I have 
[ follen out with the Hofrath ** 

“Rottich has fallen out with him — and you, 
too? * 

Bettgor smiled quito fnondly, saying — 

** Ja wohl, as many others 1 'ion will soon find 
that out But I hopo that wo shall, novcrtlu Ic^s, 
roraam fnonds. Tieck dots not need to know it, of 
course ” 

ITofrath BOttgor had gnined in Dronlon for Iiiin 
self the nickname of "The reconciling pnnciitlo/ 
because ho honestly strove to say nothing but pKa 
sent things to ovtryliody I TIio following, nro 
anecdote was n.lato<l of him h^'n Sojihio SchnJ U r 
played the pari of Phtedra in Dri'^dcn, Ik> t.,cr fat 
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in the pit clapping bis bands furiously — turning 
round at the same time and whispering to Mad. 
Hartwig, the Pbmdra of the Dresdeners, who sat 
behind him : “ Still no Hartwig ! Ho, no Hartwig.” 

Owing to this weakness of flattery Goethe called 
poor Bottger an ubique-nature, and Tieck has 
terribly lashed the Herr Hofrath in his “ Der gestie- 
felte Kater ” — for which Bottger revenged himself 
bitterly in his “ Denkwurdigkeiten.” He died as 
early as November, 1835. 

From Hofrath Bottger I went to Hofrath 
Winkler, editor of the Abendzeitung, who, as a 
skilful translator of the most popular French plays, 
was known by the pseudonym of “Theodor Hell ” 
He lived at the Altmarkt, in a corner house, oppo- 
site Hofrath Tieck. Of course I was in the city of 
the much-mocked “ Hof rathe.’’ 

The beautiful Frau Hofrathin received me in 
the politest way possible. She had heard already 
that I had been at the theatre and listened very at- 
tentively, that my mother looked so mild and aristo- 
cratic, nay, even that I had worn a charming little 
hat with white roses 

I was forced to smile at the dear “ provincial ” 
Dresden Then the Hofrath entered and welcomed 
me in such a homely way, as if we had but yesterday 
dined together gaily with Clauren in Berlin, or 
in the Turkish tent in Oharlottenburg He went 
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on -sTitli great volubility to speak in tbo Saxon 
dialect — 

“Ayel my dear miss, it 13 truly lucky that 
you are come to visit oar town just at this time 
I will announce you to liis Excellency the in- 
tendant this very day, for I hope you will become 
one of U8, and appear witli pleasure in my tmna 
lations from the French But you must soon call 
on Tiook But who will conduct and introduce you 
to the Ilorr Hofrath? It is really unfortunate tliat 
I have just fallen out a littlo with him ** 

“ Yon hkowiso?” I cned, really alarmed Yon 
are the third already who, ns I hear this morning, 
has fallen out with Tieek — first AInd Hottich— 
then Hofrath Bdttgcr, and ** 

* And many, many more * bo said laughing 
“ Erail Dovnont, Pauli, Wordi do not attend Ticckg 
readings any more either — and that is nlaajs tfio 
surest sign that the old dramaturg is angry — 
and that his ^a^ou^tc 3 arc tired of his everlasting 
readings But of that more by and byt 

■\VinUor, then almost sixty, had, sineo ho loft 
Berlin, turned almost uglier still But tins uglinws 
one forgot rcadilj over his gay ainiahloncss He 
regarded everything in n rosc-coloure<l hglif and 
was a self sacnficing fnend nud |ntroD to young 
tnltnt. 

Tilt manager-general of the thcatrr, Ifirr von 



VIE^^NA 


25 


Lutticliau, was much superior to the mtenrlant of 
Yieuna and St. Petersburg He spoke with a kind 
of dignified pride of his institute, and I liked that. 
He sliowed an appreciation of true art, and a warm 
heart for his task and his artistes When, however, 
ve approached the terms of tlie starring engage- 
ment, and Ins Excellenc}’’ spoke of 30 thalers per 
evening . then I stood somewhat amazed, for 
such a honorarium I had not been offered as yet, 
even by any of the provincial stages I said some- 
what pertly — 

“ Your Excellency seems to look upon your 
Dresden stage as such a lofty institute that stranger- 
artistes should deem it a very fortunate thing to be 
allowed to play upon it only for the honour of it ! ” 

The fine courtier blushed, and answered with 
dignity — 

“Mention to me a second Emil Devrient, a 
Wilhelmine Schroder, a Dons Devrient; Julie 
Pettich you have admired — Pauli, Perth, Werdi, 
you will come to esteem What town is there that 
has a dramaturg of Tieck’s importance ? You 
will have to confess that I may be proud of' our 
stage 1 ” 

How it was my turn to blush I promised to- 
make my appearance for a senes of performances in’ 
Dresden in the coming spring 

Arrived at our lodgings, I met an old fnend of 
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ours from Karlsrahe, Baron Sternberg, author of" 
the novel Bhhno, Kunst, Liebe ’ Hia daughter 
Tvaa an early playmate of mine Having been 
formerly intendant of the excellent theatre in 
Mannheim, he still took an interest in the stage I 
used to read to him in Karlsruhe from time to time 
He 1703 quite angry vnth me once when I road 
^tananne in Goethes “Gosohmstor” so coldly, 
especially “ "Wilhelm, was war das fQr oin Kuss ? ** 
Kor was I over very saooessful with these words 
afterwards 

Sternberg promised to introduce mo to the dra 
maturg Hero, then, was at last one who had not 
fallen out with Tiock 

At tho table d'hbte wo mot a dear fnond from the 
time of my Berlin ongngoraont — Baron Gotlhilf 
August von Hnltitx, who had been obIigo<l to quit 
Berlin owing to bis barraloss philo-Polish play^ 

*' Dor alto Student " 

After a short stay in Tlamburg ho bad settled m 
Dresden Ho proved outwardli and inwardly un 
changed IIis wit was so cutting and sharp, and 
his firo consuming, but a pure flanio Tbo oxpres 
Bivo head with tho pcnctmting ovc*, rented upon a 
mean cnpplod form, and in tbo hmt of convert! 
tion ho would throw his long long nnns through 
tho air jii t ns of yore Tho world was leu and 
less to hi8 taste, ho assured us s nou«Ir, but 
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suddenly bis features brightened up, and his gay- 

laughter, -which had so taken my- fancy- in Berlin, 

carried me away. His old honest good heart had 

also remained to him. He spoke with a loving 

enthusiasm of Tiedge, the poet of the Urania.” 

* 

“ Is it not elevating,” he cried, in his enthusiastic 
manner, that an old man of eighty could express 
his sympathy for Poland in a poem with the full 
glow of his heart? You must make his acquaint- 
ance.” 

Hext day Maltitz came for me to introduce me to 
Tiedge On the way there he spoke with much 
affection of the strange friendly union which 
hound the composer of “Hrania” for so many long 
years to the Baroness von der Recke, till she had 
died in Dresden in the spring of 1833. “ But even 

beyond the grave, which at her request she found in 
the motherly bosom of the earth without a coffin, 
only wrapped in winding sheets, her anxious friend- 
ship for the revered poet reached. She not only 
bequeathed to him her whole large fortune, but also 
made such arrangements that Tiedge, in the cheer- 
ful old garden-house on the Elbe, and quite in his 
wonted way, as if Elisa was still with him, can bring 
the evening of his life to a peaceful close Always 
an old friend, of either sex, is with him, who nurses 
him, and on birthdays, and other festive occasions, 
gets up small parties — ]ust as in Elisa’s lifetime.” 
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Thus I found the old house, and in an old- 
fashioned, cheery room a company of very aged, 
urorld forgotten ladies and gentlemen , and in a 
quaint dressing gown of yellow stuff, with red 
tulips, seated in an armchair,! found the poet, then 
82 years old, in his hand a long pipe, wliicli bo 
smoked constantly He was about to nso, but I 
held him back in liis chair with gontle pressure, and 
kissed his hand much moved, and looked up to his 
good, kind old face, and his mild, child like, brown 
oyes 

I felt as if I was in a fairy-dream It was 
solemnly still in the room, only tho clock on tho 
wall softly said its tick I tick I and tho shadow from 
tho folingo of tho trees lo front of tbo window 
played upon tbo flooring and on tho walls, upon tlio 
portraits of his dead Elisa and the dopartwl early 
fncuds Cocking, Glcim, Clnracr Schmidt, Ilolty, 
Voss, BQrgor, and tho two Stolbcrgs and upon 
the dusty wax figure faces of tho old fashioned 
gentlemen and the old, yellowed Indii^f in their 
tiOTTOTV wedge frocks, with broad ginlles and largo 
buckles, witli tin} silvery locks under white 

hcad-<lres5ca, and with faded smiks nnd colourless 
oyes 

It made an imj»n<ston os if the angel nf diath 
had forgotten tho whole of the compnny b^low 
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ot before, at Tiedge’s request, I commenced re- 
g something of mj stage experience, of my 
igements in Berlin and St Petersburg, and my 
nng in Riga, Mitau, Yienna, and other towns 
5h the poet had once visited as travelling com- 
on of his Elisa, and when, little by little, I 
d again my old sparkling vivacity and treated 
1 to all kinds of jolly adventures and theatrical 
dotes, came some life into this company of 
ies, although all started when my spoon would 
e a little into audible contact with the delicate 
3 cup of Meissen porcelain Even the white- 
led old servant who handed round the coffee- 
zed about as if on velvet soles This habit 
d from the lifetime of the departed Elisa, who 
a great sufferer from nervous headache 
ledge was 'the hveliest of them, and showed a 
icular interest in my three years’ stay at St. 
jrsburg, where his Elisa had once lived, highly 
Dured at the Court of Katherine, and in my 
igement in Mitau and my acquaintanceship with 
nt Medem A nativo of Oourland, Countess 
abeth von Medem, and step-sister of the cele- 
ted Duchess Dorothea of Courland, she had, 
u 17 years old, married Freiherr von der Recke 
3 luckless union, which was untied again after a 
ation of seven years, and the death of her beloved 
ghter and of her brother, Friedrich von Medem, 
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Thus I found the old house, and in an old 
fashioned, cheerj room a company of very aged, 
Tvorld forgotten ladies and gentlemen , and in a 
quaint dressing govm of yellow stuff, with red 
tubps, seated in an armchair, I found the poet, then 
82 years old, in his hand a long pipe, which he 
smoked constantly Ho was about to nso, hut I 
held him back in his chair with gentle pressure, and 
kissed his hand much moved, and looked up to his 
good, kind old face, and his mild, child like, brown 
eyes 

I felt as lE I was in a fairy dream It was 
solemnly still in the room, only the clock on the 
wall softly said its tick I tick I and the shadow from 
the foliage of tho trees in front of Iho window 
played upon the flooring and on the walls, upon tho 
portraits of bis dead Elisa and the departed early 
friends Gdckmg, Qlcim, Clamor Schmidt, ffdfty, 
Voss, Bflrgcr, and tho two Stolbcrgs and upon 
the duBty wax figure faces of tho old fn^’lnoncd 
gentlemen and the old, jcllowcd laditp in their 
narrow wedge frocks, with broad ginllw and largo 
hucUcP, with tin} silvery locks under lmj,e white 
head-dresses, and with faded smiles and colourless 
eyes 

It made an impression as if tho nngrl of dnth 
Imd forgotten the wliolo of tlio company below 
hen 
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Not before, at Tiedge’s request, I commenced re- 
lating something of my stage experience, of my 
engagements in Berlin and St Petersburg, and my 
starnng in Riga, Mitau, Yienna, and other towns 
which the poet had once visited as travelling com- 
panion of his Elisa, and when, little by little, I 
found again my old sparkling vivacity and treated 
them to all kinds of ]olly adventures and theatrical 
anecdotes, came some life into this company of 
shades, although all started when my spoon would 
come a little into audible contact with the delicate 
little cup of Meissen porcelain Even the white- 
headed old servant who handed round the coffee- 
walked about as if on velvet soles This habit 
dated from the lifetime of the departed Elisa, who 
was a great sufferer from nervous headache 


Tiedge was 'the liveliest of them, and showed a 
particular interest in my three years’ stay at St 
Petersburg, where his Elisa had once lived, highly 
honoured at the Court of Katherine, and m my 
engagement in Mitau and my acquaintanceship with 
Count Medem A native of Courland, Countess 
Elisabeth von Medem, and step-sister of the cele 


brated Duchess Dorothea of Courland, she had 
when 17 years old, married Freiherr von der Recke^ 
This luckless union, which was untied again after 
duration of seven years, and the death of her beloved 
daughter and of her brother, Friedrich von Medem 
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irbo had with a touching atfootion reared and 
educated her, led the religious enthnaiast into the 
anuB of myBticiBm, which was then alarmingly in 
vogue ITnfortniiately, she made the acquaintance 
of the j uggler, Caglioatro, in Jlitan, who initiated 
her into the myatenes of frocmasona, caused her 
beloved dead to appear before her, and, in the most 
impudent Way, plundered her purse She was the 
moat enthuaioatio pupil of hia toaohing, till aho aaw 
the revered Grand Cophtn, to her greatest regret, 
unmasked aa — n common thief and swindler IVltli 

tact and dignity she mot the many ugly rumours 
about her relations with tho adventurer in a pamphlet, 
and this book caused such a sensation that Empress 
Kathonno had it translated into Hussion, and in 
anted tho authoress to her Court, and indemnified 
her for tho robbencs of Cnghostro by presenting 
her with an estate in Courlnnd, whore Elisa doiotod 
her talent and time quite quiilly to the up-bringing 
of poor girls till her ntrvoua state led htr to 

travel in Germany, to which her ideal friendship 
for Ticdgo hound htr till her death 

Tho couple hied forn long time in tho Castle of 
Uebiclnii, tho cehbraled jmssession of Duchess 
Dorothea, where also Jean Paul, Ihcodor Kumer, 
Lbtrhnrd, fjchink, DOttgir, nnd other litcritcurs 
VIS It ell 

"W hen tho Duches Dorothea ditd, in Ifidl, 



VIENNA, 


31 


Elisa led her poet to Dresden and lived there at 
•first in great style ; but she is said to have caused 
poor Tiedgc a goodly amount of torment by her 
loving kindness. Thus, for example, the unhappy 
man vas obliged daily to swallow the most diverse 
mixtures and sedative powders from her hand to 
keep him from falling sick. 

Ticdge said of his Elisa, “ Never did a more 
beautiful soul inhabit a more beautiful body ! ” 

During the talking and chatting Tiedge turned 
more and more lively and kindly, and the pressure 
of his hand was agreeably warm, as if we had known 
one another for years. But when I spoke of my 
approaching visit to Tieck, a daik cloud passed 
over his genial face, and the shadowy forms looked 
-at me m sheer horror Afterwaids I learned more 
of the long-continued enmity between the two 
families of the poets and their adherents Especi- 
ally had the late Elisa and Countess Fmkenstein, 
Tieck’ s Egeria, hated each other cordially, which 
hatred was kept on the increase by all kinds of 
town-talk and story-carrying. Tieck always smiled 
very ironically when the talk turned upon Tiedge, 
Elisa, and their followers. ‘'Yes, those ai’e the 
pious — we the impious I ” 

When, on leaving, Tiedge asked me very heartily 
to be sure to call again very soon and very often, 
adding that this day had appeared to him like a 
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laughing Maj-day of his own boautiful golden 
youth, and the dusty, world forgotten ehadowa 
chimed m with alacrity 

“ "WTiat a happy, sanny evening of a life I ** 
Maltats said, as we went borne ” Happy he who 
can await his approaching setting sun with so clear 
and peaceable a counteoanoel Tiedgo will soon 
have finished his earthly pilgrimage — but we ? God 
knows what struggles and etorois are yet in store 
for ufi I You, happy creature, who with so httle 
trouble succeeded m conjanng up, in his deolmmg 
autumn sunny spring with merry sounds and 
fragrant blossoms I "Would that you, too — we also 
one day, when all around us has grown still and 
lonely — may not want youth — gay, laughing, radiant 
youth, that nnderatands us, and desires to show us 
some kindness Let us often go out to see 
Tiedge again And when, nt lost, you niono 
remain, thou lot, in the dreim of your evening of 
life, a genial picture of llio poor, odd, Jifaltits, nod 
of this minute upon the Elbo-bndgo in Dresden, 
pass before your roontnl eyes * 

And many a time did wo go out across the Elbe 
hndgo to the house of Tiodgo ** You come 

like the ‘ Mildchon nos dor Fremdo,* ” the ammblo 
old man said, jokingly Three years lator I walked 
the road alone , Jlnltits had died, scarcely 43 years 
old, wilhngly 1 Ho was not happy, despite the very 
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best, tbe ricliest, aud most loving heart, and despite 
his successes as author He felt lonely and un- 
appreciated m the world. Tiedge survived his 
younger friend by four years The majority of the 
shadowy figuies that formed his surroundings had 
faded awa}’’ entirely when I laid a fresh flower- 
wreath upon the coffin of the old man of nearly 90 
years of age. 

That I did not forget that moment on the Elbe- 
bridge, that I did not forget the golden words of 
tbe noble Maltitz . . . this sad spring-scented 
memorial will prove. 

ip ^ t ^ -t 

On my way to Ludwig Tieck’s house at the 
Altmarkt my heartbeat somewhat anxiously. How 
will the much-lauded and much-censured poet, the 
great dramaturg, receive you, I said to myself. I 
felt that my stay in Dresden would depend on this 
first meeting. 

It did by no means serve to calm me that Baron 
Sternberg, my companion said to me on the road, 
concerning the enmity between Tieck and Winkler, 
and Bottger — 

“ There had been a party at Tieck’s house one 
evening The centre of conversation was a young 
and talented painter who had just lately returned 
from Italy, who had brought with him a large 
portfoho full of sketches, and quite a bag full of 
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jnerry stones, and adventures. Tieck went about 
like a growling lion, for he could not very well 
stand hearing another, even for a time, play ‘ first 
fiddle * He has aooustomed himself, and the 

incense-offenng world has accustomed him, to have 
the ‘ soils * allotted to the first ‘ romanticist,* reader, 
and dramatist of hia time — to Herr Hofrath Tieck I ” 
But on that evening even his growhngs were 
taken little notice of Especially the young, ounous 
world, who are fond of a chat and laughter, found 
too much enjoyment in the robber-stones and 
robber sketches of the artiste, among them two 
small water colour drawings representing the 
robber savage, with a wild black beard, blood 
thirsty eyes, and the bandit-bnde, lumnons with 
red cheeks, burning eyes, and black looks 

** ‘ Wbat have you got there, dear ? * said 
Bottger, who had been conversing with a strange 
professor in a window niche, stepping nearer with 
his sweetest smile 

** * Two portraits,* said 'Winklor, in his jocular 
way, giving us a hint, which meant — Now wait, 
jnst lot me alone , wo shall have capital fun 1 * Do 
you not recognize the onginnls, Herr Hofrath?’ 

“ ‘ Of course, of conrso I do , why should I not?* 
said good Bottger, who was very short-sighted, hold 
mg both pictures up close to his oyes ‘ This 
ouo, to ho sure, is our rovored Tiock, and this — ab I 
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wliat a charming likeness — is our dear Countess 
Finken stein.’ 

“ The burst of laughter that followed c&nnot be 
described, the whole company joined in it, and 
'Tieck’s nonplussed face showed that he did not 
know whether he should join in the laughter or be 
offended At last he condescended to a compas- 

t 

monate, world-disdaining smile, and for the rest of 

I 

the evening he did not get out of it again. But 
within him there was dreadful uproar I To con- 
found bim with an Italian desperado, and the poor 
old elegiac Countess Fmkenstein with a bare-faced, 
sturdy robber-bride . . . that was too much for his 
dear vanity Moreover, he believes even to this 
day that the whole affair had been slyly precon- 
certed by the wicked Theodor Hell in order to make a 
fool of him And Tieck never forgives — -remember 
that, my dear young lady 1 — I say Tieck never for- 
gives an insult, or an act of neglect He took his 
revenge of Winkler and Bottger m every possible ^ 
way. Ay, soon there were published the m'o'st 
cutting lampoons on both sides.” 

That was the prologue of my first performance 
at Ludwig Tieck’s house. Hot without a beating 
heart did I enter the famous grey corner-house at 
the Altmarkt, and walk up the dark stair We 
entered a spacious, somewhat gloomy saloon At 
the same time the door of the adjoining room 
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merry Btonea, and adventurea. Tieck went about 
like a growling lion, for he could not yery well 
stand bearing another, even for a time, play ‘ first 
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and dramatist of his time — to Herr Hofrath Tieck I ” 
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taken little notice of. Especially the young, cunous 
world, who are fond of a chat and laughter, found 
too much enjoyment in the robber stones and 
robber sketches of the artiste, among them two 
small water colour drawings representing the 
robber savage, with a wild black beard, blood 
thirsty eyes, and the bandit-bnde, luxunous with 
red cheeks, burning eyes, and black looks. 

** ‘ What have you got there, dear ? * said 
Bottger, who had been conversing with a strange 
professor in a window niche, stepping nearer with 
his sweetest smile 

“ ‘ Two portraits, said Winkler, in his jocular 
way, giving ns a hint, which meant — Now wait, 
just lot me alone , we shall have capital fun I ‘ Bo 
yon not recognise the onginals, Herr Hofrath?* 

“ * Of couTBo, of course I do , why should I not ?* 
said good BCttger, who was vciy short-sighted, hold 
ing both pictures up close to his eyes * This 
one, to be sure, is our revered Tieck, and this — ah I 
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■what a charming likeness — is our dear Countess 
Finkenstem.’ 

“ The burst of laughter that followed c’annot be 
described, the whole company joined in it, and 
Tieck’s nonplussed face showed that he did nob 
know wdiether ho should join m the laughter or be 
offended At last he condescended to a compas- 
sionate, world-disdaining smile, and for the rest of 
the evening he did nob get out of it again. But 
AVithin him there was dreadful uproar ! To con- 
found him wnth an Italian desperado, and the poor 
old elegiac Countess Fmkenstein with a bare-faced, 
sturdy robber-bride . . . that was too much for his 
dear vanity Moreover, he believes even to this 
day that the whole affair had been slyly precon- 
certed by the wicked Theodor Hell in order to make a 
fool of him. And Tieck never forgives — remember 
that, my dear young lady 1 — I say Tieck never for- 
gives an insult, or an act of neglect He took his 
revenge of Winkler and Bobtger in every possible' 
■way. Ay, soon there were published the m’o'st 
cutting lampoons on both sides.” 

That was the prologue of my first performance ' 
at Ludwig Tieck’s house. Hot without a beating 
heart did I enter the famous grey corner-house at 
the Albmarkt, and walk up the dark stair. We’ 
entered a spacious, somewhat gloomy saloon At 
the same time the door of the adjoining room 
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opened, and before me stood the celebrated poet m 
hifl frank, enchanting amiability 

Tieok was 61 years of age then, bat in his appear- 
ance, and especially m hia manners, he had some- 
thing exceedingly ft^h, gracefully youthful He 
wore a long gown bko frook of blaok velret, with 
wide sleeves, “ a la Raphael,’* and a little skull-cap 
of the same material In his brown looks there 
waB not a single white hair to he seen Only his 
form was bent by gout, and, bo to say, collapsed 
The blaok velvet set off advantageously the marble 
whiteness of his beautiful, nobly-ohiselled face, 
with the large, deep brown eyes, which looked so 
clearly and sharply, and the alahaster whiteness of 
his small well-kept hands. And well he understood 
how to euhven the oonversation by a few graceful 
movements of hia hand An enchanting smile played 

aronnd his dehcately-out, almost youthful, blooming 
month when he bade me welcome to Dresden with 
the purest North Gorman accent. *'I have heard 
much about yourtalent thatisniceand creditable, ho 
said, ** and I am looking forward to your perform 
anccB with pleasant oxpeotntions , and,** ho added, 
with a graceful bow, **I hope that you will 
remain with us altogether In the rocantirao, yon 
are going to Berlin, I understand, in order to win 
now laurels upon tho old hoards * 

** I should bo grateful for a few flowers of romcm 
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iDrance and welcome — the laurels, Herr Hofrath,” 
I said, significantly. 

“ Well, you will not want the flowers,” he said, 
smihng, accepting the tribute as a matter of course. 
“You will meet with success wherever you show 
yourself — you are young and beautiful.” 

“ Rahel Yarnhagen’s sister-in-law, the exquisitely 
beautiful wife of Ludwig Bobert Torno, the cele- 
brated Swabian Friederike, says I am pretty — only 
pretty . . and her verdict in matters of beauty 
was regarded as beyond dispute in Berlin at that 
time.” 

“ Ludwig Eobert possessed a fine talent for the 
drama. Did you ever appear in his tragedy, ‘ Die 
Macht der Yerhaltnisse ? ’ ” 

“ Yes, in Berlin. It was a splendid cast : 
Ludwig Devnent in one of his master-characters, 
Beschort thrilhng as father, besides Eebenstein, 
Lemm, the ideal Devrient-Komitsch, the beautiful 
Schrock with the sweet, enchanting voice. I had 
to play a small part only, that of the Grafin.” 

“ But a very difficult one, which does not merely 
require to be played, but to be studied and felt 
even to the minutest folds of the spiritual life.” 

“ And to this small part I owe the first praise m 
a tragical character I won from Pius Alexander, 
which made me exceedingly happy; in comedy he 
was mostly pleased with me.” 
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wide sleeves, ^ la Raphael,** and a little skull-cap 
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bow to enliven the oouveraation by a few graceful 
movementa of his hand An enchanting smile played 
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are going to Berlin, I understand, in order to "Win 
now laurels upon the old boards ’* 

I should bo gratcfnl for a few flowers of roraom- 
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Ijrance and welcome — the laurels, Herr Hofrath,” 
I said, significantly. 

“ Well, you will not want the flowers,” he said, 
smiling, accepting the tribute as a matter of course. 
“You will meet with success wherever you show 
yourself — you are young and beautiful.” 

“Rahel Yarnhagen’s sister-m-law, the exquisitely 
beautiful wife of Ludwig Eobert Torno, the cele- 
brated Swabian Friederike, says I am pretty — only 
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time.” 
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“ But a very difficult one, which does not merely 
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a tragical character I won from Pius Alexander, 
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Opened, and before me stood the celebrated poet in. 
hiB frank, enchanting amiability 

Tieok was 61 years of age then, bnt in his appear- 
ance, and especially in his manners, he had some- 
thing exceedmgly fresh, gracefnHy yonthfiiL He 
wore a long gown like frook of black velvet, with 
wide sleeves, h la Raphael,** and a little sknll-cap 
of the same material In his brown looks there 
was not a single white hair to be seen Only his 
form was bent by goat, and, so to say, collapsed 
The black velvet set off advantageously the marble 
whiteness of hia beautiful, nobly-chiselled facje, 
with the large, deep brown eyes, which looked so 
clearly and sharply, and the alabaster whiteness of 
his small well kept hands. And well he nnderstood 
how to enliven the conversation by a fow graceful 
movomeBts of his hand An enchanting smile played 
around bis delicately-oat, almost youthfnl, blooming 
mouth when he bade mo welcome to Dresden with 
the purest North Gorman accent. ‘*I have hoard 
much about vourtalont thatisnicoand creditable,’ ho 
said, ‘and I nm looking forward to your perform 
ancos with pleasant expectations , and,” ho added, 
with a graceful bow, “I hope that you will 
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“ 1 sboultl bo grateful for a fow flowers of romom 
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“ On whicli German stage ^ ” Tieck interrupted, 
impatiently “ AYhat is her name, do you know ? 

“Not upon a German stage, Herr Hofrath. I 
mean Mdlle. Mars from the Theatre Fran^ais. I 
have seen her play in Pans often — very often — and 
each time she reminded me of our Sophie Muller, 
by the depth of her feeling, sweet womanli- 
ness, lovely voice, and the moderation and reality 
of life in her vhole delineation and play Yes, 
Mdlle. Mars is the only French actress who plays 
in a genuine German style, and has from her own 
country-women adopted their inimitable graceful- 
ness and their sprightlmess ” 

Tieck listened to me with evident interest He 
requested me to reproduce a few scenes of the 
“Blinde Yalerie,” as it were as a copy of Mdlle. 
Mars and Fraulem Muller dramatically, and praised 
the fine nuances of my imitation. 

We had grown very lively. Afterwards I had to 
relate, .to the great dweriissement of Tieck and 
Sternberg, how Kotzebue’s “ Menschenhass und 
E-eue” was represented on the stage of the 
Th^Mre Fran9ais. 

After the dramatist had inquired about my 
rejgertoire he said — 

“ I hope in time to see you in Dresden m the 
most tragical parts You possess passion, a sym- 
pathetic tone, noble gestures ” 
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“A great artiste I” Tieofc said, thoughtfully, as 
if lost in remembrance "After the highly talented 
Fleok and my great Bethmann, I used most to 
admire the couple Wolff in Berlin They were 
.genuine oomodiana of the good old school, devoting 
their soul and body to the much revered boards 
WolfFs death is an irreparable loss.** 

“ And yet, Herr Hofrath, since I have seen your 
glonona Emd Dement as Tasso * Bnt I stuck 
fast 

Tieok looked at me with hiS peculiar, large 
Omaarean eyes, as if ho would say "Ton too, 
Brutus — and so soon ?’* 

At the same time a fnendly nudge from Stern- 
berg reminded me that Emil Dement had become 
a pmona tn^ata in these rooms. 

"Did yon ever see Sophie MQller, who had to 
part from us and from art so prematurely?’ Tzeok 
(Suddenly asked, bringing the painful pause to a tor- 
jninution " Who would have thought when she 
played the blind Valono in Dresden with so 
touching so hcortfoU, and thrilling a pathos 
and yot so simply true, that those beautiful intolli* 
gont, expressive eyes wore so soon to close for 
over * 

"I saw her m Karlsruhe when T was a child, 
and afterwards in Berlin But I know a sjantual 
Bifltor of Sophie MQllcr ** 
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“ On whicli German stage ? ” Tieck interrupted, 
impatiently. “ What is her name, do you know ? ” 

“ISTot upon a German stage, Herr Hofrath. I 
mean Mdlle. Mars from the Theatre Hrangais. I 
have seen her play in Pans often — very often — and 
each time she reminded me of our Sophie Muller, 
by the depth of her feeling, sweet womanli- 
ness, lovely voice, and the moderation and reality 
of life in her whole delineation and play. Yes, 
Mdlle. Mars is the only French actress who plays 
in a genuine German style, and has from her own 
country-women adopted their inimitable graceful- 
ness and their sprightlmess ” 

Tieck listened to me with evident interest. He 
requested me to reproduce a few scenes of the 
“ Bhude Yalene,” as it were as a copy of Mdlle. 
Mars and Fraulem Muller dramatically, and praised 
the fine nuances of my imitation. 

We had grown very lively. Afterwards I had to 
relate, .to the great divertissement of Tieck and 
Sternberg, how Kotzebue’s “ Menschenhass und 
Beue” was represented on the stage of the 
Theatre Fran9ais. 

After the dramatist had inquired about my 
repei tcnre he said — 

“I hope in time to see you in Dresden in the 
most tragical parts You possess passion, a sym- 
pathetic tone, noble gestures.” 
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“ But no tragical face, Herr Hofratb 1 ’ I intor- 
rupfced, in a tragi-oormo manner 
Tieok smiled kindly* saying — 

“The imnd overcomes that tool I shoald like 
yon, for onoe, to try the character of ‘Mane 
Slnart ’ I shall be glad to go through the part 
■with you to show yon how Fnedenke Bethmann 
played it She, too, thought at first that she was 
created only for naive or sentimental characters, and 
she became the greatest * ilone Stuart of her time* 
You shall now, through me, learn also from Beth 
manii how m the garden scene one can walk up to 
Elisabeth, saying, with queenly pnde * For I om 
your King ! ’ without appearing to have any intention 
of aiming a blow at her as many a modem * Mane 
Stuart' likes to play this part," he concluded, 
jesting, but still a httle contemptuously 

I thanked the “ master ’ from my heart, promised 
everything oven to come with my mother to the read- 
ing that night, and went homo enchanted Tiecks 
entire and exceedingly amiable individuality, tho 
nmgnotio power of his eyes, tho onraptunug effoct 
of hia Bpooch, tho charm of his amtlo, had coraplotoly 
captivated me. Everything that I had heard about 
Lis vanity, lo\o of power, injustice, sonsitivonoas, 
and potty lovo of revenge, os well as all that had 
rondo my own heart so heavy and distrusting, was 
as if completely wiped away from my mind 
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Mother and I, in grand toilette, went that evening 
-to Tieck’s house. 

“ Lina, I wish he would read a comedy I ” this 
maternal sigh mingled with the confused hum which 
surrounded us in the lobby. 

“A large company ?” I inquired of the friendly 
old female domestic 

“ Oh, only thirty persons ! ” was her dignified 
Teply. In this little word only lay the true and 
genuine domestic pride . “ Yes, look here, we claim 
every respect, we are very much coveted and cele- 
brated people ! 

The saloon with three windows, three sofas, and 
many chairs was brilliantly lit up. Stately, friendly 
'Tieck, in evening dress, stepped forward to meet us. 
He conducted us to a sofa and introduced us to a 
puny httle dame, whose little, narrow face com- 
pletely disappeared under tulle-ruffles and httle 
kerchiefs of lace — Countess Fmkenstein. Mother 
had to seat herself beside the Countess. The 
Hofrath conducted me to his daughters Dorothea 
and Agnes, who looked at me inquisitively with their 
intelligent eyes. Then the disagreeable gauntlet- 
running of introducing the guests began and lasted 
for a while. Among others, I was introduced to 
Baronin Friesen, Fraulem von Brunnow, Frau von 
Bulow, and Count and Countess Baudissm, etc., 

• . . after which ceremony Dorothea took me to a 
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heavenfl cleared up, "wiien the Pnnce composed him* 
self and is resigned to give up his life too That 
flowed from the lips of the reader like refreshing 
Bunahme 

"WTien I espreeeed my enthusiaetao thanks 
to the “Hofrath for this enjoyable evemng he 
pressed my hand with hiB enchanting smile, say- 
ing— 

" Prove to me that you would hke to heat old 
Tieok read oftener, and come back to Breeden 
with the first swallows for evermore I 

How gladly I promised that I should do so 1 



CHAPTER II. 


m BERLm 

Retuen to Beelin aeteb Five Tears — A Short and 
Rnsatispactobt Enoaoement — Farewell to Berlijt 
FOE Foett Years — Old Reminiscence — Royal 
Tournament at Berlin 

At the end of October, in 1834, 1 saw Berlin again 
after an absence of five years. 

How differently felt you, Cretchen, when, 
exactly ten years ago, I entered, for the first time, 
the gay, enticing, royal city, my young innocent 
heart full of hope for an artiste’s and woman’s 
happiness, my young laughing eyes full of sun- 
shine ! . . . How differently even then when, in 
May, 1829, I quitted Berlin so mysteriously and 
set out on that sad journey to the fortune I had 
hoped to find in England’s mists ! 

How different was now everything in me and 
around me ! Berhn had become a stranger to me, 
and so had I to the Berhners. Even towards the 
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old faithful fnende the former harmless, gay, smoere 
tone could not be restored again Many I did not 
see again at all — thus, the family of the Deckers, 
That mystic flight toBogland had oome between us 
1 even heard all kinds of dehoate or rude aUnmonfl 
to it, or, at least, I could read them in the peculiar 
smile of the people's mouth and eyes 

Timm, the King's private chamberlain, gave a 
dinner in my honour, and the King made his appear- 
ance during the dessert to welcome me and hear from 
me about my experience in England, and about Pnnce 
Leopold, who had meanwhile become King of the 
Belgians But I had the disagreeable feeling 
that only ounosity had invited me I 

Also on the stage I felt a stranger and not at ease 
Lndwig Devnent and Rebenstem had died in tho 
interval, and artistes and pubho were divided into 
two parties that wore flghtmg to the death, into 
Krelingioners and Hognenaners, and I had to take 
sides with both Also tho two new nsmg stars on 
fclie theatrical homon of the Konigstadt Thoatro, 
Bertha and Klara SticU, did not improve thocbancos 
for my short engagement — not to loavo unmcntionod 
tho deadly hatred and tho secret porseoutions of 
Pnneo August. 

Enough,! did not relish my Berlin starring at all, 
although tho cnlica and tho impartial part of tho 
public accorded mo a fnondly reception, and Berlins 
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&st critic, Komodien-Scliulz, staled me an “ artiste 
of tlie first rank.” 

I appeared on eleven evenings with increasing 
favour. I was most appreciated in my part of 
■“Donna Diana,” which I had to repeat, and as 
“ Blmde Gabriele.” . . . But my old happy 

f 

Berlin time was gone for ever — on the stage and 
in life. 

With tears of sadness I said farewell to Berlin. 
I never appeared there on a stage again — I never 
•saw Berlin again — for more than forty years. 

Nor should I care to see Berlin again now. It is 
so sad to walk by the side of graves — of graves of 
beloved men — of dispersed gay hours of youth 
and golden dreams and destroyed ideals I 

% % % « ^ % if; 

A ROYAL TOURNAMENT IN BERLIN. , 
Under the flourish of trumpets, and preceded by 
heralds in a train varied with colours, there entered 
from the one side of the haU . 

Erancis L, King of France . . Prince Wilhelm, 
son of His Majesty, of high, powerful and magm- 
ficent appearance, in the full bloom of fresh man- 
hood, with his spouse Claudia, represented by 
Grown Princess Ehsabeth, beaming m beauty and 
diamond bliss. 

Henry d’Albert, King of Navarre, was repj*e, 
sented by the Grown Prince, elegantly and character- 
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ifitically He wore a very becoming oostame of 
white and blue satin The very noble Prince led 
ins aunt, Pnnoeaa Wilhelm, as Renata of Prance, 
Duchess of Perrara 

Dnke of AleD9on the young, well made* 
Pnnce Albrecht. 

Admiral Bonnivet Duke Karl of Mecklen^ 
burg, the clever inventor and arranger of the 
feetival, which had been performed once before 
with bnlbant snooees in Febrnary in the Palace 
Monbijou, where the Duke resided 

Duke of Lothnngen (Lorraine) Electoral 
Pnnce of Hesse and a bnlliant retinoe of 
French nobles and Court-beantieB, represented by 
the flower of the Prussian nobility All Berbn had 
oontribifted its bnHianta for the occasion. 

After the French Court bad taken tbeir seats upon 
estradas the English Court, not less bnllmnfc, entered 
the hall from the other side 
King Henry VUL of England Pnnco Karl, 
leading the Grand Duchess of Jfcoklenburg Strchls 
as his wife Kathanna of Aragon 

Queen mother Elisabeth Pnnoess Dindior 
Duke and Duchess of Suffolk Pnnco 

Wilhelm, brother of tlio King and tho Pnneess 
liiognitz Then I heard somebody bc^ido mu 

mutter Ah/ ComvtetUeestfrGucJio^" I looked, 
there sat kldmo Dcsarus-Lemitro gnawing her 
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underlip with jealousy. Yes, she was anything but 
fresh and blooming. 

Our intendant, Count Bruhl, represented the 
Lord Chief Chamberlain, the Earl of Salisbury, with 
much dignity. Soule forty ladies and gentlemen 
concluded the brilliant train 

When the Court of France had saluted the Eng- 
lish visitors in the midst of the hall and both Courts 
had sat down on opposite seats, a quadrille of six- 
teen ladies and gentlemen of the higher aristocracy 
entered the hall in rich Polish costumes executing 
national dances. Then followed a Basque quadrille 
and a quadrille of the French Court, in which Duke 
Wilhelm, of Brunswick, and Prince Radziwill joined, 
as well as the beautiful lady-in-waiting of the 
Crown Princess, Fraulem von Brockhauien, of 
whom it was said that Prince Wilhelm would marry 
her morganatically if politics and etiquette for ever 
denied him the hand of his beloved Princess Elisa 
Badziwill 

During the ball that followed, Duke Karl of 
Mecklenburg, as “ foreign knight ” of the Crown 
Princess, presented to the Queen of Bavaria and 
the King poems of homage 

The four bloommo: sons of the King: did the 
honours as hosts in the most charming way The 
Crown Prince was in very high spirits Kow he was 
seen upon this side of the hall jesting, laughing, and 
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carrying away everything with him in hia sparkling 
memment , then on the other side, in spite of his cm- 
hcmpcnnty he would suooessfnlly^ risk bold entrechats 
Suddenly his eye caught our box and im- 
mediately there was raised behind us the red yelvet 
portih'e, and His Royal Highness stood there with 
the most pleasant smile “ Ah, Madame OatalamJ* 
he said, Quel plaxstr /' and so he went 

on in a pleasant rattle Even ifodame Desargns 

received a friendly word, the first out of this mouth 
durmg her long stay of ten years, a oomphment on 
the charming character costumes that she had pro- 
cured through her brother in Rons 
Ballet-master Hoguet forgot the mles of good- 
breeding by a roverentiol pantomime to invito tho 
Crovnf Pnnoe, who was still standing upon tho 
threshold holding the portxdre uplifted, to stop 
nearer and immediately nil the onchanting 
amiahUity was gone from the round face of our 
visitor na if by magic His Royal Highness tho 
Crown Pnneo of Prussia stood proud and cold 
opposite biB father’s barely tolerated comedian 
favourites, and in sharp irony there came o\ or his 
curled lips “ Trhs-hSntn, Mans IIoguctjirt;nohhgc/' 
Ho lightly bent his head and was gone 

Only with tho clever Pius Alexander ‘Wolff have 
I scon tho Crown Pnneo sometimes cxctiango a 
familiar witty word 
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When I saw, two years later, in the Oddon 
Theatre at Pans, the splendid representation of the 
“ Due de Gruise,” the costumes and characters repre- 
sented reminded me Yividly of this most enjoyable 
evening, and the Countess Montgomery’s yearn- 
mg for the forlorn happiness of the little actress 
Karoline Bauer almost broke her heart . . . 

"Wae anders, Gretclien, war dir’s 
Als du nocli voll Unschuld * 

(How different feelings liad you 
When you were yet full of innocence). 

After Catalani had sung at the Court before the 
King, and in the Tbiergarten,t before the 
Queen-mother (Madame Beer), she appeared in 
the opera-house at double prices, and also in the 
garrison church as concert-singer I was present 
during her first concert in the opera-house on 6th 
April She was received with enthusiastic cheers. 
Her appearance was imposing Heavy white silk- 
stufi enveloped her like a cloud, upon her shining 
black hair she wore a glittering diadem, brilliants 
on neck and arms, yea, on girdle, her notes in her 
hand, she stepped forward in proud attitude, like a 
sovereign accustomed to victory. 

She sang — and the densely packed house was mad 
with rapture. 

* Quotation from Goethe’s “ Faust ” 

f Park containing many villas in the West End of Berlm. 
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And yet the forty eight year old cantatnce mis 
as such already a i^in, though an interesting, grand 
muL Her tone -was still powerful, but it was prun 
ful to see how her lower jaw bone worked and 
shook from aide to side, especially during the 
quavers, in order to force up the sound She sang 
Latin, Italian, and Qngliab, even Handel’s airs 
in EngUaK Xiet us listen to two competent onlica 
of those days about this singing Ludwig Rellatab 
wrote thus lu the VossiBoho Zeitnng ” 

'* What standard are we to employ, what com 
pare her with ? She stands there so wondronsly 
grand in her unique greatness that it is tho onsicst 
task for the wiIL and tho most difficult ono for tho 
deed to praise her She grow and wont on 
growing over more gmndvoso, mono royal and v, orlhy 
of admirntiom She mu3l carry away with her every- 
thing and wo nro very happy indeed to bo in a 
position to affirm fraukly that since bor Inst appear 
anco in Berlin nothing has boon able to stir up 
snob an onthusiasra and such storms of npplnuso 
as her nondroua appearance Liko a bom quoon 
tho cantatneo stopped into tho proscenium TIjo 
orchestra began tho mighty melody (of “ God Sn\c 
tho King ) and after hniing ripHyed it tlio song 
Blrc«s also began licr slauza with a dignity, with a 
nav, with n majcslv for nluch no arc 
u^blo to find opithots Tho cntlmam'un of tho 
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artiste communicated itself to every heart. The 
chorus joined in solemnly, and everybody felt carried 
away bj’’ the power of art as much as by patriotic^ 
feeling. Ever higher and mightier arose the voice 
of the singer; every movement of her majestic form 
became one with the song, out of every one of 
her looks shone forth the fire which filled her own 
self, with which she penetrated every breast. At 
last she once more raised the organ-hke tones of 
her singing over the whole chorus, and high as 
an eagle soars over the mountains, so hovered her 
voice over the streamme: suro^in^ sea of sounds. 
Over such a performance criticism is silent, only the 
voice of transport may be raised. . . .” 

On the other hand old honest “ Musikmeister ” 
Zelter writes to Groethe at the same time : 

" It is a pity indeed 1 What a voice ! A golden 
-dish with common mushrooms. And we — one 
could curse one’s self ! — admire what is despic- 
able. No man can believe it. A dumb brute would 
mourn. But 'it is impossible. An Itahan turkey 
'Comes to Germany where there are academies, uni- 
versities, old students, young professors, and sings 
'German Handel’s airs in English — English. What 
a disgrace, if this is to be an honour, in the midst of 
'Germany I ” 

* N B — The PruBBian anthem is the same as the English as 
far as the tune goes 


62 


AIEMQIES OF KABOLrSE SAVER 


And yet tbe forty-eight^year old csantatnce was 
as Bnob already a rtiin, though an interesting, grand 
ruin. Her tone was still powerful, but it was pain 
ful to see how her lower jaw bone worked and 
shook from side to aide, especially dunng the 
quavers, in order to force up the sound She sang 
Latin, Italian, and English, even Handel’s airs 
in EnglisK Ltet us listen to two competent cntioa 
of those days about this singing Ludwig Bellstab 
wrote thus in the “ Yoasische Zeitung ” 

'' WTint standard are we to employ, what com 
pare her with ? She stands there so wondrously 
grand in her unique greatness that it is the easiest 
task for the will and the most difficult ono for the 
deed to praise her Sbe grew and wont on 
growing ever more grandiose, more royal and worthy 
of admiration Sbe mutt carry away with her every 
thing, and we are very happy indeed to bo in a 
position to affirm frankly that sinco her Inst npponr 
nnco in Berlin nothing has boon nblo to stir np 
such an enthusiasra and such storms of npplnuso 
ns her wondrous appearance Liko a bom queen 
the cnutatrico stopped into tho proscenium Tho 
orchestra began tho mighty melody (of ** God Save 
tho King”) and after having rcpl lycd it tlio eong 
stress also began her stanza with a dignit}, with a 
Iciftiniss, nay, with a majestj for wlucli wo arc 
u^blo to find epithets Tho ciithuBiasni of tlio 
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artiste communicated itself to every heart. The 
chorus joined in solemnly, and everybody felt carried 
away by the power of art as much as by patriotic’^ 
feeling Ever higher and mightier arose the voice 
of the singer; every movement of her majestic form 
became one with the song, out of every one of 
her looks shone forth the fire which filled her own 
self, with which she penetrated everj’- breast. At 
last she once more raised the organ-like tones of 
her singing over the w^hole chorus, and high as 
an eagle soars over the mountains, so hovered her 
voice over the streaming surging sea of sounds. 
Over such a performance criticism is silent, only the 
voice of transport may be raised. . . 

On the other hand old honest ‘'Musikmeister” 
Zelter writes to Groethe at the same time : 

“ It is a pity indeed ' What a voice 1 A golden 
■dish with common mushrooms. And we — one 
could curse one’s self ! — admire what is despic- 
able. No man can believe it. A dumb brute would 
mourn. But it is impossible. An Italian turkey 
'Comes to Oermany where there are academies, uni- 
versities, old students, young professors, and sings 
'German Handel’s airs in English — English. What 
a disgrace, if this is to be an honour, in the midst of 
'Germany I ” 

* N B —The Prussian anthem is the same as the English as 
Tar as the tune goes. 
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It shocked me most how the Italian, sang 
“ God Save the King ” m Berlin She stepped for- 
ward like one m eaotasy, lifted np her arms towards 
the King’s small private box and addressed her 
song directly to the King, so that the august Pnuce, 
terrified, disappeared behind the curtains, nor did 
he again show himself 

The Crown Pnnce and the Princess had risen 
immediately at the beginning of the song, and the 
whole audienoe had followed their example, and now 
all sang and shouted and roared the “ Heil Dir im 
Siegeskranz” in n confused chaos together with 
Oatalani, whose powerful tones now and thou 
drowned the ecstasy chaos 
But I was forced to think how many crowned 
heads the Italian had thus addressed already with 
the same “ God Save the King 1 ” and with the same 
ecstatic transport ? Only lately the libortmo King 
George IT of England. 

I was, moreover, forced to refloot that she sang 
this “ God Save the King ” at double pneos, and 
that she netted that evening thousands, and was 
overwhelmed by the Court with nch presents, 
whilst Sophie Sohruder shortly before in the same 
place had played her Sappho, Phicdra, Jlcdoa, 
Isabella, and Iphigenio for fifty thalers per perform 
nnee, and was scarcely taken notieo of by the Court 
Oh, mankind I Oh, phanlasmagona of the world 1 



CHAPTER III. 


THE DEMONS OP THE HEART. 

This and tlic folloiving cliapter refer to Sopliie Schioder — men- 
tioned m the preceding one, “A Royal Tournament m Berlin” — 
and to her daughter Willielmine 

Who of us could lay liis hand upon bis heart and 
say . Here in my breast there only lives the one, 
the pure, lofty soul^ 

Hone whose heart is yet bathed by the hot blood 
of youth. For in this hot blood there dwell the 
wild passions, the heart’s evil demons. Happy are 
■we if our heart is strong enough not to succumb to 
its demoniac passions for ever ! 

The combat of these two souls in our breast is 
human life ! 

And yet how does it happen that these words of 
Faust-Goethe, who knew the two souls from his own 
breast, always recall to me two gifted colleagues 
whose ways often crossed mine ? 

Their hves, which I was permitted to fathom 
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deeply, may furniBh tlie answer They are ^oh m 
long forgotten love atones 

Their names are Sophie and 'W'llhelmine 
Schroder, mother and daughter 

Sophie SchrtKier, the greatest iragSdtenne of our 
century, when performing as guest at Karlsruhe, 
had even then filled iny foreboding, longing child s 
heart with the highest delight and the profoundeat 
awe, by her impersonation of Lady Maoboth The 
sleep-walking scene, and all the torment and 
demoniacal passion she understood to put m those 
three famous sighs and into the one word, ** blood,^' 
often caused me to start m my troubled sleep, and 
to this very day I hear that mdesonbablo sound, 
** Oh — oh— oh — blood 1 ” nng within mo, and I behold 
her before me m my mmd, a woman of about 40 
years, not tall, well kmt, wearing a waving long 
night-dress, her plain, almost masculine face on 
framed by her dork, disberelled hair, the largo 
sombre eye so fi:ced, a fliokormg light in her hand 
tho norvons rubbing of her ghastly hands to 
wipe away tho murdorod man s blood 

And now^m August, 182C, Sophie SohrOdcr 
amvod m Berlin with her young husband, Bhlholm 
Kuust, to appear at tho theatre Vi ith what great 
expectation I looked forward to her plajmgl I 
might now not only admiro without tnv) tho great 
artiste, I was also to co-operate with her os an aspir- 
mg colleague, and learn from hor 
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Sophie Schroder had bocu engaged at the Burg 
Theatre in Yienna since 1815, and her fame as 
tragical heroine and heio-motlier had long been 
European. She made her debut in Berlin as Sappho 
an Grillparzer’s ti agedy. I was not in the cast, and 
in the pit of tlic crow ded opera house I awaited in 
glowing excitement the appearance of my celebrated 
colleague. I shall never forget the overpowering 
impression produced by Sappho’s appearance on the 
splendid scene m a white garment with purple 
mantle and lauiel wreath, upon a triumphal chariot 
amidst the ever-renewed acclamations of the whole 
-large house, imposing, majestic like a queen of ideal 
classical Hellenism, lofty, infatuating, adorable like 
a noble, pure woman, and an inspired, enthusiastic 
poetess. . . . Sappho’s wonderful large eyes sparkled 
like stars in the circle around her and there sounded 
like music from her lips 

“ Dank, Freunde ! Landsgenossen, Dank 1 
Um. EuretwiIIen freut micli dieser Kranz, 

Der nur den Bui gei ziert, den Diclitei dnickt, 

In Eurei Mitte nenn ich ihn erst mein ! 

Then her splendid sonorous voice,^o remarkably 
capable of modulation, as I never heard another, 
increased like the sounds of an organ till in full, 
rare power and fulness of sound it vibrated at last 
through the whole large house. And how dis- 
•tressing, how overpowering then again sounded her 
groans of pain when Phaon repudiates and betrays 
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her love I "What a -world of love and of pain she 
knew how to throw into this one word “ Phaon 1 ” 
when she surpriBea her beloved -with Mehtta I — and 
what death disdaining enthnsiasm, yet shronded in 
deep melancholy, rang through her parting words 
when she flung herself into the sea, giving herself 
up as a saonfioe for Phaon s and Jlelitta s love 

* Die FIwntQe lodert and die SonnoeUigt, 
loh fuhl I ichbm«rhortl Hnbt Dank I Ihr Gotter I 
Den Honacben Liebe und den Qotlorn Ehrfnrobt 1 
Genieuet, wu Kacb biubtond denket mein f 
Bo sable icb die letzte Sebnld dea Lebeni 
Ibr Gutter legnet re nod nebint imcb anf 1 

Ho who did not feel his heart 'tremblo in oil its 
fibres on that occasion, could hove nono 1 

Yes, her chief strength lay in bar dolivory , eho 
hod made eloontion an earnest and untiring study 
during all her stage life, and bad attained an 
oflBcienoy m it of which our contemporary stage bos 
no idoo She came of the old olosgicail, serious 
school of Fnednch Ludwig SchrOdor, in Ilamburg, 
and had never g\vcn the Uo to lU Eaeh word, 
every movomAt, of hors was dclibcmlc, tried, rtnd 
fully justifiable And yot that the whole stroamod 
forth lu tlio purest harmony, and the listener 
noticed naught of intentionaUty and long and Imrd 
study, that was just the never surpassed art of 
Sophio Schrfider Hand in hand with this wonderful 
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elocuilon went her most expressive mimiciy and 
cla'^sical pla'^lic arl. 

It is iclaterl liow rricclncli Lnduig Sclirorler, the 
greatest rcprc'^enter of man of Ins age, succeeded in 
awakening and ihiccting on its light course the 

O O 

wonderful yet slumbering talent of his young name- 
sake and sister-artiste. 

Soon after Schroder had abandoned in anger the 
management of the llamburg Theatre in 1801, a 
cheeiful little voinan of twenty years, Madame 
Sophie Sfoluicrs, divorced, whoso maiden name was 
Burger, the child of comedians, appeared on that 
stage first as Kathinka in the “ Madchen von 
!Marienburg,” then singing and dancing as Hulda 
in the “ Donailweibclicn,” as naive Margarethe in 
the “ Ilagostolzen,” and as silent Julius m the 
“Abbe de TEpde.” She espoused in 1804 the good 
and handsome actor and singer Friedrich Schroder, 
who shone especially as Don Juan. 

Friedrich Ludwig Schroder in the end could not 
put up with his rural still life at Eellingen, and 
he a<7ain turned his attention to the Hamburg 
stage, and to the talent of Sophie Sclfroder Thus 
he writes on the 1st December, 1808 ‘ Aline, Queen 

of G-olconda,’ is the most splendid operetta I ever 
saw on this stage. . . . Mdme Schroder might sing 
better, but I am glad the part was not allotted to a 
real songstress. . . Later . “ The Strudelhopfclien 
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gains very much through Mdme SohrOder ” " ’Eboh, 
as performed by Mdme Schroder is excellent , only 
I do not agree with her m one part of the soliloquy 
where she divines her rival 

It may have been this passage which impelled the 
maestro after the performance to go to the stage 
and put the question — 

“ Dear madam, good playing that, bat what did 
you iJixnlj when saying those words P * 

The artiste looks at the questioner at first highly 
delighted, and then puzzled and speechless. 

** Perhaps you thought nothing at all with 
them ? ’* 

** Nothing t ’ she says faintly and meekly 

“ Little lady, that is o pity I says the moostro 
with a fnendly smile “ On the stage one must not 
merely feel, bnt think more still, and account to 
one B self for the impressions produced iii clour 
words. Our great Lessing justly doraands * The 
actor must everywhere think voiih the poet, ho 
must m passages whore the poet has blundered 
think /or 7am I ” 

Those words foil hko a divine spark into tho 
breast of tho young tmgodionno "Wlthm it, it grow 
oloar and over clearer At first Sophio Schroder 
Jdlt then she thought her impersonations of inon, 
and later on she was fond of relating about this 
Hamburg apprenticeship — 



TEE DEMONS OF TEE EE ART 


61 


“ I would read my, part tdl I liad wept my full 
over it, and then I began the real study, and seek- 
ing to reproduce the feelings I had experienced in 
proper proportion.” 

Thus grew out of her own self the great, unique 
tragedienne Sophie Schroder. 

And yet mother Nature had granted to this 
favourite of the Muses and Graces so wretchedly 
few outward gifts and means for the journey over 
the world of boards. When, on the morning after 
the performance of Sappho, T saw Schioder, then 
already 45 years old, at the rehearsal of Medea for 
the first time in the very midst of everyday life, I 
got quite a start. Was this stout, large-boned little 
woman with the robust face, short massive nose, 
wearing a youthful-looking short dress of mdienne 
and a coquettish head-dress, the ties of her shoes 
neatly crossed over her ankle — was she the queenly, 
idealistic, enchanting Sappho of the previous even- 
ing ? Nothing reminded one of her representing 
beautiful Hellenism, risen again from the dead, 
but her expressive large beaming eyes 

Triend Kruger, who was to play Jason, saw my 
astonishment He smiled . “ Just be patient De- 
spite the crossed shoe-ties, you will soon find in 
Medea a worthy sister of Sappho ” 

And he was right! I was to play Kreusa, I 
undertook the rather thankless part not altogether 
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•mthoufc apprehension besid^ the famous gnest. 
SohrSder approached me friendly and kindly, telling 
me that she had heard already much that was credit- 
able concerning me, my talent, and aspirations I 
And after the very first scene of the artiste, Kreusa 
had forgotten the crossed ahoe-tiee, the short pnnt- 
dreas, the coquettish head-dress, and the whole 
want of beapty in Medea, Yes, indeed, thorem lay 
the magic of her art, that Sophie Sohrdder had so 
httle need of the paraphernalia of the histnomo art 
What an extraordinary effect she prodnoed on her 
hearers when she said — 

8i«h mich oicbt m toU Tmchtoag I ” 

It was said that a similar storm of applause to 
that winch broke forth m the Berlin Opera house 
on the evening of the performance after the words — 
Zoriict, ■ner b Bltdeea tn brrubrtQ f 

Imd never yet been hoard before, and up to this day 
the tembly beautiful, demoniacal sorceress Jlodoa 
stands life-like before ray spintual eyes 
Three tiraoB I had the good luck to plav Kreusa 
besido this Medea, and with acceptance A ontio 
praises roy Kreusa ns being ** graceful not merely 
in appearance, but also in delicacy of enunciation, 
and the expression of virginal feelings A contract 
BO mild, BO altogether womanly, compared with the 
unwomanly impetuosity of Medea, produced in iho 
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place aud at ilio proper time a most agi’eeable, 
pleasing clTecfc.” 

Sopliie Schroder further played Isabella m the 
“ Brant yon Messina ” I played Beatrice, and at this 
moment y'hcn my old heart, moved to sadness by 
remembrances, longingly dives once more into those 
times, I hear Isabella’s cry that penetrated the very 
marrow and shook the heart in the last act at the 
•corpse of Manuel — 

“ Es ist incin Sohn ' ” 

And yet it was a cry of anguish that proceeded 
from the poor deadly wounded mother’s heart 
rather than from the mouth 

Not less great was Sophie Schroder as Pheedra (I 
played Aricia), as Lady Macbeth, and asMargarethe 
in Houwald’s long-forgotten little drama “ Finch 
nnd Segen.” Besides, she recited Schiller’s ‘‘Lay 
of the Bell,’’ in a manner in which this wonderful 
lyric, I dare say, has never again been pronounced. 
The hearer saw the casting of the bell, with master 
and 3ourneymen, and the whole rich inner-life 
almost literally taking shape before him aAd — 
spiritualized 

How matured and psychologically deepened was 
everything in these master-performances ; how- 
vigorous the expression, how lofty and great the 
tone, how picturesque all her attitudes — her mantle- 
play was classical — and still nothing of mannerism or 
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artificiality I Everything came about so simply and 
naturally, as if no diligence, no calculation — ^nay, no 
art had been employed in ifc. 

The master artiste never produced splendid 
minutiffl, but always a full well finished whole 
Her powerful apint, her wonderful fertile imagina- 
tion, comprehended and penetrated the poet 8 wort 
and appropnated it to herself 
Add to this her divine inspiration 1 ‘What no 
subtilizing genius had found out she hit upon with 
amazing accuracy If yon inquire of her about the 
how P and why ? she would shako hor head smil 
mg and say ** I cannot explain that in word* — 
but hero in my breast I find it, nil written clearly 
and explicitly , thus and not otherwiso I ’ 

The ideal in art had bocomo to her Iifo-giving 
productive nature 

But tbo most wonderful thing in Sophie Sohrfidor 
after all was her magnificent unique voice — ‘tho 
oxpressivo mixture of vigour and mellowness — 
thundering fury and sweet wliisponng love cooing 
How clcnrly she niticulnted every whisper 1 

And still this great artiste had a two fold weak 
nP 3 g — as woman I which she has had to atone for 
often and heavily 

In hor jouth she had gi\on, without ^outliful 
beauty, naive and scnliinfntal lover? She Iiad n 
difficulty in Bovenng herself from youtli 
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OncG she appeared as Elvira in Mullner’s “ Scliuld 
nod Rene,” before the people of Yienna. Unfortu- 
nately Count lingo has to make reference to the 
girdle which ho will lay “ around Elvira’s slender 
bod}^ ” . . . and then the jovial Viennese laughed 
aloud at the little, stout, plain Elvira. 

The vild, maidenly charms of which Jason speaks 
had to be scored out owing to the loud hilarity of the 
audience. 

In Berlin, too, Sophie Schroder was destined to 
pay for this woman’s female weakness. 

She had insisted upon playing Mary Stuart and not 
Queen Elisabeth The beautiful Auguste Stich used 
foimerly to play the part of Mary Stuart in Berlin — 
and she was an enchanting Queen of Scots. Now 
there stepped forwaid an absolutely ugly Mary before 
the spoiled Berliners . moreover, she even looked, in 
the great Stuart head-dress, ten years older. Amalie 
Volff, as Elisabeth, on the other hand, appeared 
young and beautiful And so whan Mortimer very 
unnecessarily said to Mary Stuart rather enthusiasti- 
eally — 

“ Du bist das sclionste Weib auf dieser Erde ! ” 

the Berlin audience laughed likewise, and even 
the enthusiastic adorers of the great artiste smiled. 

I wonder whether the ingenious artiste had ever 
heard that, according to Goethe’s injunction in Wei- 
mar, Mdme. Yohs played Mary, as being the most 
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l>eautiful flotrees, and Fran von Heigondorf, as the 
devereat, played Ehaabeth ? 

But the part of Elisabeth had its dilEonltios for 
Sophie Schroder, and when m 1840 the Viennese, 

at the -ff orda of Leicester to Elisabeth — 

• 

Jbt, vreim wh jetrt die Aiigen mf Dich irerfe 
Nie went Da me ta emem Bieg der Sc}tT6nh£it 
Genuteter all ebtn jeUU ” 

laughed at Sophie Sohr<Jder, the maiden queen, who 
TTAB then 59 years old — then ahe iTitbdreir, deeply 
mortified and angry, from the stSige, and ivonfc to 
MUnohen 

And even now — 1820 — Sophie BchrOder, who, 
as much hort in her dignity ns woman she was 
in moummg as artiste over the decay of tragedy 
in the Burg Theatre, left Vienna in a very angry 
mood 

This leads us also at once to her other weakness 
as woman, that of * dorbo Liohoslust,” • of wluch 
Faust Goethe speaks 

Iler wild heart, which was still glowing with a 
blind passion, in spito of two unhappy matrimonial 
connections and plonly of end cxpcncoccs m 
love, bad fallen lu love with Wilhelm Kunst, bloom 
ing, bandsorao, 18 years younger than alio Bo 
acted the parts of heroes The (alontod yonng 
man, coarso in mmd and heartless, was well plcasc<l 
• StroDff Impalid of lorr 
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■With the attentions of the famous artiste, and be- 
heved himself, as the husband of Sophie Schroder, 
to be sure of the most brilliant engagements Frau 
Schroder, with that view, had an audience of the 
Emperor Franz, and put as a condition of her con- 
tinued stay, an engagement of her intended for first 
parts. 

Then Kaiser Franzerl, who meant well by her, 
said m his way (and peculiar accent) “ Schroder, 
sein’s gescheidt, hl&ihens hei uns und lasseris die 
dummen Jieirathg^ schiclif n auszi — bedenkens dock : 
so an aWs weiberl und so an gang's mannerV' . . . 
(Schroder, be wise, stay with us and leave those 
silly marriage affairs alone — consider, do such an 
old wifie and such a young laddie). 

“ I an old wifie ? — not quite five-and-forty yet? 
your Ma]estyj” was her angry reply, in the tones of 
a Medea 

“ Nu — nu — i mem' ga nur im verkaltniss zu dem 
gung'n mannerl — konnf ga halt fast zweimal ihr sghn 
sein" (Well, well, I only mean in proportion to 
the young laddie, you see — he might be almost twice 
your son forsooth) said the Emperor, pacifying her. 

That was too much for the loving heart of Sophie 
Schroder She married the handsome Kunst and 
went with him touring as stars, intending not to 
return to the ungrateful Yienna Thus, after a 
mutual engagement in Hamburg, the couple had 
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beautiful aotress, aud IVau vou Heigondorf, as tbe 
cleverest, played Ebsabefh ? 

But tbe part of Ebsabetb bad its difdoulties for 
Sopbe Sohrdder, and when in 1840 tbe Vienneso, 
at the Tvorda of Leicester to Ebsabeth — 

** Ja, wenn ich jetit die Angen »nf Dloh irerfe 
Nie want Ihi, nie bo einem Sieg der Scirinkett 
G«uttetor ala ebm jetst> ” 

laughed at Sophie Sohrttder, the maiden queen, ■who 
"woB then 69 years old — then she withdrew, deeply 
mortified and angry, from the Bthge, and went to 
MUnohen 

And even now — 182C — Sophie Schrdder, who, 
as much hnrt in her dignity as woman n^ she was 
in mourning as artiste over the decay of tragedy 
in the Burg Theatre, left Vienna m a very angry 
mood 

This lends us also at once to hor other weakness 
ns woman, that of ** derbo Liehoslost,*’ * of which 
Faust-Goetbo speaks 

Her "Wild heart, which was still glovnng ■with a 
blind passion, in spito of two unhappy matrimonial 
connections and plenty of end cipenonccs m 
lovo, hnd fallen in lovo with Wilhelm Kunst, bloom 
ing, hnudsonic, 18 years 3 onager than she ITo 
acted the parts of borocs Tlio talcnle<l young 
man, coarso in mind and heartless, was well plca'«c<l 
• Btroog iiD|mls« of Iotp 
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mtli the attentions of the famous artiste, and be- 
heyed himself, as the husband of Sophie Schroder, 
to be sure of the most brilliant engagements. Frau 
Schroder, with that view, had an audience of the 
Emperor Franz, and put as a condition of her con- 
tinued stay, an engagement of her intended for first 
parts 

Then Kaiser Franzerl, who meant well by her, 
said m his way (and peculiar accent) : “ Schroder, 
seines geschetdt, hleihens hei uns und lasseris die 
dummen heiraihg' schicM n auszi — bedenhens doch : 
so an alt’s weiberl und so an jungs mannerl.” . . 
(Schroder, be wise, stay with us and leave those 
silly marriage affairs alone — consider, do such an 
old wifie and such a young laddie) 

“ I an old wifie ? — not quite five-and-forty yet, 
your Majestyf’ was her angry reply, in the tones of 
a Medea 

“ Na — nu — ^ mein’ ja nur im verhaltniss zu dem 
jung’n mannerl — Iwnnt’ ja halt fast zweimal iJir sphn 
sein” (Well, well, I only mean in proportion to 
the young laddie, you see — he might be almost twice 
your son forsooth) said the Emperor, pacifying her. 

That was too much for the loving heart of Sophie 
Schroder She married the handsome Kunst and 
went with him touring 'as stars, intending not to 
return to the ungrateful Yienna Thus, after a 
mutual engagement in Hamburg, the couple had 
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oome to Berlin, but there -waa already maoh talk 
about the bad matnmomal quarrelfl, although not 
EH months had elapsed yet amoe their wedding 

I saw Kunab for the first tune appear as Joronur 
m Gnllparzer’s “ Ahnfrau,” which was a aurpnae to 
everybody in the opera house, ainoe this antiquated 
tragedy that was quite out of date or fashion, waa 
not able to fill the much smaller “ Playhouse” on 
other occasioua 

At present curiosity had attracted the Berhuore 
to see the notonouB young huaband of the celebrated 
old Sohrhder But Jaromir was judged before ho 
appeared ou the stage It was known that ho had 
married the great artiste only on apeculation and 
from vanity, and people knew that ho treated his 
unfortunate spouse rudely and heartlessly, and only 
indulged his evil passions So Wilholm Kunet was 
received with an icy silonco. Quiotly and coldly his 
play was allowed to pass over And yot Kunst, irho 
was but 27 yours old thon, was a Iwwitohmgly hand- 
some, fiery Jaromir, with a highly sympatlictio, 
eonorous voice, which was put lu the shade only by 
the precious motal of bis wifo 

‘W'ilholm Kunst was tho moat bnlliant rcalistio 
player of his period, but ho lacl cd tho true cuUuro 
of tho mind and heart, tho discipline of seU-oduca- 
tion and solf-cnticism and every ideal flight. Ho 
was in hi3 life and m art n tnauraw stijct 
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Wliat a iiiotloy, debauched life lay behind him, 
thoimh onlv 27, before he came to Beiliu ! 

Hoiv often he had brolcen Ins contract 1 It was 
said that he had never 3 'ct left a theatre otherwise 
than by bolting. And ho remained faithful to this 
character also in Berlin — and during the whole of 
his aft 01 -life 

Born in ITamburg in 1709, and the son of a poor 
cobbler, ‘Wilhelm gicu up in indigence, and almost 
without schoolinir. He was servant to several 
actors, and in this manner came first in contact 
with the tlieatrc, whore he was employed in petty 
siipeinumeraiy parts IIis thirst for adventures led 
him first among the Han<?calic, afterwards among 
the Fiench troops, vith whom he lived a rather 
profligate life in Mecklenburg , thereafter he went to 
Munster, where he deserted. Apprenticed to a 
Hamburg merchant, he was sent away again Being 
a handsome, smait fellow, he tried his hand -at the 
mimic art, in a wooden booth in the horse-mart, and 
successfully, in a modest amateur theatre, “ un gru- 
nen Teich.” In quick succession he got engage- 
ments in the suburb of St G-eorg, in Molln, with 1 
thaler 12 groschen"^ weekly wage, in Preussisch- 
Minden, in Lubeck, where he already played suc- 
cessfully Aballino” and » Wetter von Strahl,” in 
Stettin, Danzig, Bremen, Cologne, Dusseldorf, Wurz- 

#4s 2id 
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bnrg, MUaohen Of coarse, this qaiok ohango of 

engngementa was rendered possible only by frequent 
bolting 

Li 1826 TViIbelm K^nnst came to Vienna witb 
** director ' Karl — and here m tbe citv of brilliant 
appearances and easy fast life, the liandaome, 
wild, fiery comedian was in bia element Ho de- 
lighted and enraptured the Viennese in the then 
popular dramas of knights, robbers, and horrors— 
thus as ‘ Otto von Wittelsbach,’* in ngolden suit of 
amiour — aa madman in the * Irrenhaus von Dgon” 
— and 08 Karl Moor in Soliiller s “ Rnuber ” But 
he was not afraid to use the commonost tnoks to 
cause sensation Thus ho played the robber Moor 
in the most motley, impossible oostume and at the 
words “ And may this flame bum in your bosom 
till eternity grows grey ! Away, monster, never 
show face again among my band I " without cere- 
mony palled a pistol from his bolt and shot the high 
wayman bohuftorle dead on the open stage, amid 
the philosophic cheers of tho oudienco 

And for this ** Kolossalo Loistung** (prodigious 
performance) Sohillor s son had presented to Karl 
Moor, with a flnttonng dedication, n copy of Hio 
Iluubor” nhich tho poet himself had used 

More realistic nod nalumlistio still, was hia got- 
up for " Otto von TVitteUbnch ' In tho scone 
where Otto kills tho Emperor, Kuust rushes into tho 
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Bidc-sccncs . . . bub staggers back to the stage, 
liaMiig his huge sword painted blood-red to the hilt! 
Ko wonder that Czar Nicolas of Russia — this “ bom 
■comedian” — this Apall in a slave’s body — pre- 
sented, by \Ya 3 * of adiniiation, to this bloody-drastio 
Otto von Wiftel^bach, on the occasion of his casual 
appearance in the Gcrniau theatre in St. Petersburg, 
a siher suit of armour and a gigantic sword with 
silver hilt I 

Such was tile brilliant hero-actor, Wilhelm Kunst, 
whose Jaroniir Berlin allowed to pass by so coldly — 
because it wished to wreak vengeance on theinsolent, 
brutal fellow on account of his deceived spouse. 

With veiy natural cuiiosity I looked forward to 
the rehearsal of Phaedra,” m which Sophie Schro- 
der was to play the title-7’d^e — her husband, Theseus 
— and I, Alicia I watched the two, who were by 
that time living apart Sophie Schroder did not 
deign to speak or to look at Kunst — and was only 
Phmdra I Theseus feigned smiling ease, arrogance, 
and , scorn . . . but at bottom he was perplexed, 
and cut a melancholy figure, since the rest of the cast 
also turned their backs upon him. It was a re- 
hearsal full of the most trying situations for all of us. 

When Sophie Schroder, at the conclusion of the 
rehearsal, gave me her hand, I felt how she 
trembled. A ghastly colour had come over her 
face, and her eyes were bathed in tears. I heard 
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her B&y to Lemm excitedly ** If yon please, dear 
coBeagne, give me your arm home — my self-com- 
mand and strength are at an end 1 ** 

On the evening of the performance Phmdra ^ras 
overwhelmed with demonstrative applause, wbile 
the really hnllianb Theaeua was, if possible received 
more coldly sfcilL Nay, some hisses were hurled 
at him 

Next mormng "Wilhelm Konst had seorotly left 
Berlin, his starring engagement, and his poor, 
deluded, befooled spouse, for ever I 

Sophjb Sohrdder appeored yet soveral times with 
moreased success Bat it oonld be soon that this 
latest expenence gnawed nt her heart Tot its 
demons — the consuming passions of carnal love— 
were to contmue to rage throngb the mystonous 
heart of the great artiste for many years to come 

This she hints at when, in after years, sbo was 
urged by her fnonds, and particularly by her chil- 
dren, to wnte her memoirs. At last sho yields and 
begins “ Bat I can only ogreo to write abont 
my professional life, in that my private life has 
too many dark sides which would compromise 
others more than mo. Moreover, iho gnvo has 
covered much , often I should bo compelled, besides, 
to cut into my own flesh, and altogether am I of 
opinion that the mtcrosfc of tho public is intended 
for tho artiste rnthor than tho woman — ■whoso up 
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bringing and situation in life could mislead her into 
many great errors, and never caused ' her to act 
badly and heartlessly. What pleasure could the 
reader experience in encountering horrible wicked- 
ness, of which our time unfortunately has abundance * 
Therefore, I will pass by my private life, and allow 
it henceforth, as I did for so many years, to fall into 
total oblivion, so much the more, since, on my part, 
everything has long been forgiven and forgotten I 
shall only touch upon it if itimmediately and unavoid- 
ably mingles with my professional hfe. . . ” 

But these memoirs either never got beyond mere 
preliminaries, or were later, in 1854, burnt together 
with all her other writings, in an evil hour. Cer- 
tainly a great loss for the history of the German 
stage. 

^ ^ * 
Years had to elapse before I was to see Sophie 
Schroder again, when she appeared in Dresden dur- 
mg a visit from Vienna. It was my good fortune 
to be allowed to admire her m two new characters : 
as Sibylle, in Raupaoh’s “ Kaiser Heinrich VI.,” 
and more still as Goethe’s “ Iphigenie ’ It was 
said that the veteran artiste had faced with tremb- 
ling and reverence this most ideahstic part to which 
she devoted an affectionate study during her long 
professional career I own that I, too, did not 
Without trembhng look forward to her appearing m 
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this character, when I thought of this nobly- 
beantiful pneetess and Grecian, and of tho robust 
httle old Tvoman who was to embody it for tho 
beauty spoiled people of Dresden. 

And on the eveumg itself when Iphigenio came 
up to the foot-hghts m white flowing robes, hor 
thick massive head wrapped in white cloths, making 
it appear broader still, then I was almost startled at 
ihis uncomely old pnestess of Dmna 

But scarcely had she opened her magio month 
and begun 

Berooi in enm BchttteQ rtge tVipfel 
Bci oitQn belt gen diebttwlaobten Haines, 

"Wie in der Qottm stiUea HeUigtnm 

Tret mb nocb jetst mit tebaodemdem Oelubb 

when my fears, and tho whole corporeality of this 
Iphigenie, were completely forgotten I listened 
with rapture to her wondrous tones, which irrasis 
Ubly captivated car and senses. Tho power of hor 
enunciation and delivery,mimio and plastic, nppoorod 
to me in the aging woman more conquonng tlinn 
ever Hero was no demoniacal passion, no wild 
raging of a Medea captivated by storm , hero oil was 
Incid Greek repose and pleasing grace, nmranted by o 
true, warm, human heart. Her longing after hor 
lost homo and hor lamentations for tho fato of her 
beloved brother poured forth from hor wounded 
bosom like tho song of the wailing nightingale on o 
balmy spnng night 
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Even Ludwig Tieck, wlio in his peevish, fault- 
finding manner rarely acknowledged a dramatic 
talent which had not issued from his school, and who, 
years before, had caused this harsh sentence to be 
printed . “ Sophie Schroder has, by her glaring 
manner, contributed much to make the G-erman 
stage worse > ” — I say that even this old egotistically- 
whimsical dramatist, in face of this Iphigeme, 
confessed . “ Yes, there one may see how much 
genius, dihgence, artistic education and warmth 
of feeling may prevail over the poor bodily frame I 
Old Schroder looks like a sutler, but she plays and 
speaks hke a goddess I ” — he, too, who himself was 
80 famous as a reader, owing to his beautiful metallic 
voice, was most taken by Schroder’s noble, clear, full 
tones, now rising into the mighty roar of thunder, 
now melting mto the sweetest whispering of love. 

At the same time Tieck related one of his 

favourite anecdotes * When Friedrich Schroder, who, 

» 

hke no other mimic, knew how to imitate comedians 
and common mortals, was asked to mimic for once 
the great Eckhof, he said, shaking his head . “First 
give me his voice 1 ” 

That could be said of Sophie Schroder likewise. 

But what never wearying diligence, up to great 
-old age, did the artiste employ in the perfecting of 
her organs of speech that were so richly gifted by 
nature already I 
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WTien sbe appeared in Hamburg m 1834, ber aon- 
in law, Dr P Bohmidt, heard her repeating aloud 
her often played part as early as five o’clock in the 
moming, and now and then gomg over the same 
verse twenty or thirty times in a loud angry 
voice This she herself afterward* oiplainod at 
breakfast in these words — 

“ I recited aloud, as I alwny* do, my part for the 
evening, and there I encountered a word which 
would not go over my tongue in its wonted manner, 
and then " (raising her voice) “ then I have no 
peace, the tongue must pay for its obstinacy till it 
obeys — no, in that I am unrelenting ” 

The same dfligonoe she employed in tho *pintnal 
perfecting of her parts. She studied whole 
hbranes on the life of tho nnoient Grooks for her 
Medoa, Phiedra, Sappho, Iphigotiie And before 
she undertook tho part of Sibyllo, m Baiipach’s 
“ Heinnoh VI,” she applied horsolf to a profound 
study of Bnumer s ” nohenstaufon ” 

Durmg tho, twelve years that had elapsed since I 
saw Sophie Schrtidcr last in Berlin, now storms had 
raged in her eventful life, and among them some had 
struck her heart Her blind weakness for W ilholm 
Hunst, and tho disagreeable diiorco-suU, had not 
only dcitroycd her and her children s happy fomily 
Ufo, but also disordered her pecuniary atfairi 
VTilh Yicnnn sho was out of favour more parliou 
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3aily <1noui;h Kun*^!, who w*n^ ‘'■(ill Fconn^; G;roat 
siiccc^‘'C^ tluMc u]>on (ho ‘-nhinhan ‘'tai^e'^ m liis 
3ini";]it-ro)»h('i anil honor ])la\‘^ with his .splcnrhcl 
ph} ‘iical inomi'. ^Moioovor (lion* were inisundcr- 
slaiidni;Xf' lieh.cen hci and (lie nianai^oincnt. of the 
Bui a; Thontic . . and <^0 .Sopliic Sclnhdcr re- 
signed, hu(. she availed hor«t‘ir of a profo^sional 
lour in — before her confracl- had expired 

— no(. (o icturn (o Vienna any more. This lash, 
passionate deed c.uned her inan\ lioubles and dis- 
appoinlanenls 

Now liegan a icsllcss, oficn cnongli starving, 
roaming comedienne life for licr In the deplli of 
■winter she wou(< with her \ounger children t.hiougli 
Busem ns far as ailoscow and St,. Ih'lersbuig. AL Ihe 
insligation of the Austrian Embass}’’ s]io had to 
bieak off a starring engagement splendidl}’- be- 
gun Disapjioinicd in her hopes, sick and weary, 
she returned to Germany Count Redorn, the 
intendant of the Berlin stage, at fust refused her a 
temporary engagement, probablj^ having regard to 
her breaking the A^ionna contract But the artiste 
almost impetuously accosted liini, sa 30 iig — 

“ I must play, your Excellency — for I must have 
bread for me and my children.” 

“ How ? A Schroder — and come so far ? ” 

And she did play in Berlin with her old A^ulcauic 
passion, after the Vienna contract had been success- 
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fully cancelled, but »be did not find the desired en- 
gagement Also attempts to re-estabbsb relations 
-with the Vienna Bnrg Theatre failed. Then King 
Ludwig of Bnvana, who bad always thought veiy 
highly of " (lermany'B greatest tragedienne, ’ as ho 
called her in e-verv letter, offered her a permanonl 
place at hia Court Theatre, with considerable saon- 
fioes from his pnvate purse In MUnohen Sophie 
Schroder, now already 50 years old, m onthnsiastio 
co-operatiou with Esslair, called into onstonco her 
“ Iphigenie," " Civa ” in Schenk’s “ Krone von 
Cypern," and “ Sibylle.” 

To this period belongs King Ludwigs piquant 
saying 

“Schroder, your whole gracefulness Iiea in your 
Grecian upper arm 1 ” 

Nor did the King resent it in his grOtitost 
tragedienne that she, after a stay of bat five years, 
gave up her engagement in Ufincbon and retumml 
with a pension of 1,200 Bavanan guidon to the 
reconciled Burg Theatre 

But her time was over She only added three 
small parts to her old master performances, that of 
Claudia in “ Emilia Gnletli,’* Armgaril in “ Till, 
nnd Anna Lnmbcrtiszi in Balm's tragedy Hut 
what did she make out of these small jinrla ? IVlicn 
Armgard threw herself with her children in front 
of Gcsslcr’a horso the deepest emotion ran throuj,li 
liouBO 
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Three years later Sophie Schroder requested her 
dismissal in Yienna likewise, and retired, with an 
additional pension of 800 gulden, at first to Augs- 
burg into private hfe, fall of gratitude towards 
King Ludwig and Emperor Ferdinand, who had 

made the evenmg of her life one free from cares, 

« 

She used to say Hapsburg* and Wittelsbach 
have been the guardian angels of my life, and nothing 
can equal my veneration and gratitude for these 
august houses I ” 

This gratitude even inspired her to these lines : 

“ Hapsburg und Wifctelabacli 1 

Zwei Namen die mir tief in’s Herg gescbneben , ^ ' 

Denn beide lenkten gnadig mem Gescbick, q j \ jp; 

Hocb. -werd’ ich sie verehren, txeu sie lieben, \ 

Ibx S'!?’ ges Hell erflebn, wie hiet ihr irdiscb Gluck Cffin 

In Augsburg, Sophie Schroder lived with her be- 
loved son Alexander, who was in garrison there,- 
But now and then the old comedienne felt impelled to 
reappear on the world of boards — to approach once 
more the footlights Thus in 1842 she also came- 
to Dresden, where her talented daughter, Wilhelmine 
Schioder-Devrient, shone as prima donna. 

At the desire of the Court the old dame of 61 
once more appeared on the stage on two occasions. 

I played with her in “ Emilia G-alotti ” — she Mother 
Klaudia Through her wonderfully touching tragic 
art she raised the third act to the most important 
* The reigmng houses of Austna and Bavana 
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of the -whole tragedy Besides she gave the 
“ Konigm von Cypem ' 

With her daaghter 'WUhelmme she drove over to 
Leipng, and gave a concart in which she rooitod 
Burger s " Leonore,” and Klopstook’s " Frfihhngs 
feier,’’ as only she could do it 

Fein Mendelssohn writes about it, on 28th Kov, 
1842, to hiB mother in Berlm — 

“ Three days ago the concert o{ old Mdmo 
Schroder took place, m which I hod to play and 
conduct the overture to Ray Bias The old do- 
olomatm has thoroughly delighted all of us -with 
the vigour and Uvehoess of her voice and her whole 
nature. 

"Her daughter TTilhelmuie, loohng younger and 
wilder and more madcap like than over, sang like- 
wise, and -will sing again to night in Dohlor’s con- 
cert, and a week which she spends in a place is not 
the quietest either for her acquaintances Besides 
Tiobatsohok, 'Wngnor, Dohlor, JlUhlonfels, the 
whole of last week was a constant commotion and 
hustle ” 

Dunng that somewhat protracted stay of old 
Jtdmo Schroder in Dresden, the groat artiste and 
the interesting gonial woman also camo into nearer 
pirsonal contact with mo Wo met in vanous social 
circles at Ticcks, at von LUtlichau, the mien 
danl’s, at the house of Count Bnudisjin, nt the 
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Baroness Bruunow’s, and more and more I learned 
to esteem Sophie Schroder’s great amiability, good- 
ness of heart, freshness of mind, and solid accom- 
plishments. 

Once when I said to her that with my 35 years I 
should also have soon to think of discarding the 
first “lover” and to embrace the older parts, she 
shook her head. 

“ I should not advise you to do so. It is not 
good to play too long. One outlives one’s self and 
one’s fame, and becomes for the public like a 
familiar object of every day I, too, have played too 
long, but only from need — for my daily bread I 
had to play on till I had acquired the right to a 
pension, before I might, without cares, retire into 
private life. You do not require to do so. You 
are still young enough to marry That is better 
than to play comedy ” 

Oh another occasion she said to me • — 

“ I intend to note down the reminiscences and 
experiences of my professional life You should do 
that by-and-bye too. Both of us have lived through 
enough, and also possess the mettle for putting it on 
paper ” 

I shook my head at that time sceptically, for I 
could not then foresee that later, the complete 
isolation of my life and heart, the most despairing 
desolation in and around me — nay, despair of life — ■ 
VOL. iv. G 
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■would make me take up the pea, to forgot the 
gloomy present m -writing about the sunny past I 
What of her more eventful etage-hte Sophie 
SohrBder wrote down, no man’s eye has ever seen. 
In 1864, when the oholem was raging in Augsburg, 
she also burned her “ Beminisoences,” together 
with other papers 

But let US return to Dresden — 1842 In the 
seleot spiritual circle nt the house o£ the wild, 
madoap-bke Wilhelmine SohrSder, who bkod to 
hear the popping of the champagne cork, her 
mother also frequenllv grow extravagant and -wild, 
excessively merry and ivitty, ns if the many thorny 
oxpenences her heart had gone through m her 
vanod life had not touched her perceptibly 

Once the talk was about sweet, cruel love, and 
Wilhelmmo SebtSdor had much to say about it 
Then her mother, tho dame of Gl, suddenly rose 
and said excitedly, and with tho gesture and in the 
deepest tones of Medea — 

“ This vile passion I have renounced — for over — 
for over " 

At first wo looked nl one another speecblcas 
Then n wanton spirit came o\or mo too and I asked 
hartnlcssly — 

Since when liavo you renounced this— vile 
passion — tor o\ cr ? ” 

Most serious, nnd m her deep sonorous tones of 
old, tho tragedienne answered — 
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“ Since — two years 1 ” 

Did not we laugh ’ — of course Wilhelmine lead- 
ing as the wildest and most extravagant. 

This little trait excellently characterises the woman 
Sophie Schroder. 

She herself once wrote about her passionate heart 
and its amours — 

“We are wanted to represent to you on the stage 
the passions in their whole truth. Why do you chide 
us if we feel them also ? 

“ He who will cure a sick heart through severity 
and harshness has either no heart himself, or is a 
bad searcher of deep, feeling hearts 

“ If in some way or other, through fate or cir- 
cumstances, we must lose or renounce what we 
esteem, honour and adore, this will cause, no doubb, 
an ever burning pain, and the heart is drenched in 
tears, and inundated till it breaks; but it is crushed 
under foot, torn to pieces, and all the furies of Kell 
take up their abode in it when the monster, coU- 
viction, steps before us and shows to us that love, 
veneration, esteem, adoration, were thrown away on 
an object that was not worthy of it Would that 
the Almighty rather broke that heart, closed those 
eyes for ever, than that we should arrive at this 
conclusion ' ” 

From these words it becomes clear how deeply 
and sorely Sophie Schroder had suffered throimh 
that “ vile passion ” of her heart. 
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With all that, Sophie SobrOder was truly religious, 
very generous, and of great goodness of heart 
In her residence there were found these words by 
her hand 

An Gott wHl Keinor mehr gUoben 
Dooh Ui8« ich fhn mtr tucht nabon, 

Ich fuhle ibn tbroocn in meiner Brail, 

Fuhl nalie 2m mir m Sclimcri and Luit " 

Her last words on earth were 
" To-day the dear God will put an end to my 
career ’ 

Here may follow two more traits of her touching 
goodness of heart 

During the last nights of any temporary cn 
gngeraent one might always see in Sophie Solirodcr’s 
dressing room a little bosket upon the toHot 
tahlo with many weighty little parcels in wliito 
paper and sctilcd The difforont parcels wore 
luscnbod ** For the fomalo nltondnnt ” “ tlio 
theatre servant," " the prompter, ’ " the property 
man,’ “the lamp lighter/ “the Bto^o•lIeatc^,’’ 
the carpeutor, ** the jnmlor,*’ <.tc , iko 
Kobody was forgotten These little parcels con 
tamed tho parting gratuities for these pubonlmato 
thentneal servants, goncndly tho artiste s share of 
the drawings of one evening Had she drawn much 
she gn\o nany much To cause joy to otlien wn< 
as necessary to her as food and driuk And her 
feeling of justice told her that these bidlj paid 
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anjihijos of (lie tlicatre, ^^llo 3'car aftoi year have to 
labour bard for ll]C ^^c‘lfalo of the wholo fabric, 
sbould liavc a pbarc, too, 111 whal sbo so readily 
i\on by licr talent. Sophie Scluodcr used to 
say. 

“ I like to see happy faces around me — and no 
grudging, cm ions ones I know that these good 
people always hail my coming, and I do not take 
it ill (hat they also lejoicc at 103^ going away, 
on mg to the light golden shoncr connected with it. 
Duimg m3’ engagement they do ever) thing they can 
to please me. A.nd I could not calmly and with 
happy mind lGa\c a tonn nithout having satisfied 
my heart by these little money-parcels 1 ” 

I nas so much pleased with this, that henceforth 
also at the conclusion of my tours, the little basket 
with the paper- pai eels was not wanting upon the 
dressing-table. 

Neither old Schroder nor I have earned riches 
with us from the theatre into private life. 

Another trait proves the rare lofty generosity of 
Sophie Schioder, such as will hardly be •found 
matched upon these boards of cabal and intrigue. 

The tragedienne was starring in Stettin. The 
fi^rst “lover” there, a beautiful and talented girl, 
had to play second parts beside her, such as 
Kreusa, Aricia, and Beatrice, and her vanity was 
hurt by it. Moreover, she was envious* of the 
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tnumpliB o£ the celebrated artiste She earned on 
intrigues in order to interrupt the inoonvonient np- 
peamnees of the stranger, or at least to piit thorn 
off Now she was ill, now she took an unreason 
able tune for the study of these hateful secondary 
parts Sophie SchrGdor, in her peculiar frank 
manner, did not conceal her displcnanro That was 
throwing oil upon the fire 

"Well, during this time of fnctions happened tho 
henefit-night of tho resident “ lover ” In her 
wnntonnesa sho choso ono of tho most bnlliant 
parts of the celohratod “atnr," Civa in Schenk’s 
“ Krone von Cypem " Sophie SchrOdor sliniggod 
her shoulders and waited 

Tho day of tho benefit arrived, but tlio boned 
cmnt, owing to nervous excitement, having bccomo 
quite honrso, bad to report lierstlf sick 

■What now? According to tho by laws of tho 
Stettin Theatre a benefit could not bo pul off And 
tho sick actress, who had to maintain her mother 
and younger brothers and sisters, required the pro- 
ceeds urgently 

Then Sophio Schroder took her revenge on tho 
jealous Bister artiste— m tho nohleit way Spin 
tanoously and unexpectedly she apjieaml at tho 
Toliearsnl, wliero all was confusion and lanni I tho 
chief [lart, and in the evi niii„, slu , iiistiad of tie 
bcm-ficiant, playcal tho sanu, b> fore n crowdtal h m >, 



THE DEMONS OF TEE HEART 


87 


and renounced every share in the splendid takings. 
The jealous sister-artiste was put to shamoj and 
cured of envy and cabal. 

Ziegler, an actor, at that tune stage-manager m 
Stettm, and afterwards my respected colleague, 
told me the particulars of this unique deed of a 
comedienne. 

I have not seen Sophie Schroder again since those 
happy hfovember-days in 1842, but have often 
heartily thought of her, especially when her name 
would run through the papers once more, aud thus 
reached my gloomy solitude 

The tragedienne appeared on the stage for the last 
time m a whole part m 1847, in Hamburg, where once 
the cradle of her fame had stood, half a century 
before She played Isabella in Schiller’s Braut 
von Messina ” with unaltered vigour, and was over- 
whelmed with applause and honour. How many 
things must have moved the heart of the aged 
artiste on that night ' 

In the spring of 1854 Yienna, too, saw for the 
last time her greatest tragedienne once more upon the 
stage of the Burg Theatre, to take her farewell for 
life. Deeply moved and deeply moving she recited 
Schiller’s “ Lay of the Bell ” 

Then, on 24th May, Grillparzer wrote into the 
album of his loftiest “ Sappho ” and his subhmest 
“ Medea,” in “ old friendship and admiration ” . 
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“Zwcl Sckr^er Fr»a und Mann 

UmgrenMn nowri Dnmat bobtm Ltnf 
Der Etne lUnd m Kraft alt e* hegann 

Die tchled — da hort a wobl, furcht icb aufl’* 

Pnednch Hebbel added 

^Unrergaiiglichcr Lorbeer In echncll TerWeichcnder Lodce 

"Welch ein gewaltigea BQd mentchUcher Groue and Kraft I ** 

And Ludvng L6we, ns the conolnsion of a very 
Buccesaful sonnet 

“ Dir rief die Ktniit Ibr gold-dorehplohtet Wenle I 
Dir ward roeaancnhlang wo Andro lillten 
Und cinxig ttond at Da da aof dcntKher Frde I 

In October, 1857, Sopbio SohrCJer took her leave 
of Borlia, too, \ntli tho ** Imv of tbo Boll ” The 
last nppcaranco in poblio of tbo artiste took place 
in MUnoben, m November, 1859 It ^vn8 on the 
occasion of Schillers centenniy tbafc Sophie 
SohrOdor, at tbo specml dcsiro of her old fnond 
and patron. King Louis I , appeared again boforo 
tbo people of ^lOncbcn at tbo great ago of 78 An 
oyo-witnoss reports thus 

** Tbo appearance of Frau Sophie Schroder 
vras anxiously awaited E\cr) e }0 was tiimcrl to- 
wards the door tbrougU which tho celebrated hoary 
artiste was to stop She appears on the hand of 
stage manager Richter Sho is nteirtK] with 
cnlbufiUi''lio cheers Her i try fir-it i\onh 'Tbo 
Lay of tbo Boll, by ScluUcr, lx tokened tint Ikt 
\ oico defied old age, and wos pet pcH’<c<*c<l of gnat 



TEE DEMONS OF TEE EEAET. 


89 


Vigour. But not only mucb. vigour, she has also 
Okept all her feeling, and passion flashed out of her 
highly-artistic delivery at the proper moment. The 
■whole house was carried away with admiration, so 
“that the artiste was certainly more than six times 
interrupted by a perfect storm of applause At the 
conclusion of her recitation the cheering only 
stopped when Sophie Schroder had three times in' 
succession appeared on the stage thanking the 
public with silent gesture under great emotion. 
King Ludwig leaned forward in his box and con- 
veyed his applause to the artiste, formerly also 
admired by him, in the lively manner peculiar to 
him by applauding, nodding, and gesture.” 

How gladly would I, the envied Pohsh countess, 
have changed places with the old comedienne who 
had always remained faithful to herself and her art, 
that evening, and for ever 1 

In the same month of November, 1859, the old 
heart of Sophie Schroder was to be shaken by an 
announcement of death in connection with a name 
that was once very dear to her heart Wilhelm 
Kunst had died in Vienna ... It was followed, a 
year later, by the death of ^her most gifted and 
favourite daughter, Wilhelmine 

But on 1st March, 1861, all Germany celebrated 
the 80th birthday of its greatest tiagedienne. Prom 
nil parts, especially also on the part of the former 
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coHeagnes during her golden daja of glory, arrived 
congrafculationfl, addresses, poems, medals, presents, 
and all kinds of acts of homage 
On 25th February, 1868, Sophie SohrSdor died, 
gently and peacefnlly, m the arms of her beloved 
son, Alerander, at illdQohen, in the 8?fch year of 
her life. Her last words I referred to already 
** In death she was boantiful Long snffonngand 
majesty wore impressed upon her face 1 * 

Her funeral was solemn and digni6o<l The muso 
wept at her grave A white marble bast crowns 
the mound to day 

An onnablo, peaceful death 
I alone was forced to remain silent and forgotten 
by tbo beloved companion of bettor days Jfy lord 
and master did not like to bo reminded that once, in 
the heat of passion, ho had chosen n comcdionno to 
bo bis companion for life Karolino Bauer, 

la cora^dienno, ost morto u jnmais f ” Uott often 
have I had to hear those icy words I Karolino 
Bauer was dead — and Counters Plater did not live 1 
"What a wretched existence I 

So^cn years more Sophie Schroder Ii\(hI after 
that rare feast of licr 80th bjrthdaj Ilorlonohnf i 
and diilnea^ of hearing sho rtlio\caI bj n^Iing nnl 
a diligent study of art Thus sho one said — 
“L\cry milter I pcru«o Shalcnpianjrt wort< 
from beginning to end, and c%ory time uith gnnter 
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appreciation and increased admiration. Do you 
know wliat part I should like to play ? Richard 
III. * Dor the sake of this part I have often re- 
grettednot to have been a man ! ” 

Only sometimes she was* heard to utter angry 
words about the downfall of the art she always had 
cherished so highly — falling on account of the 
indifference of the public and the want of artistic 
acting on the part of the actors Her words were 
these — 

“ I was often ungrateful towards the public. I 
was ashamed of their tokens of favour; for when 
I compared my intended acting vith the actual per- 
formance, I would often say to myself. ‘Good God, 
they know nothing about it* . . .’ Art has perished, 
handicraft conquers. The greater the glitter, the 
rattling, the rustic, the greater the cheers I Great 
names — small artistes. And the so-called artistes ? 
Dress, dress — that is all they can do! But enthusiasm 
— passion, without which there cannot be any drama- 
tic art — good gracious I — yea, a passion that makes 
you beat your head against the wall — a passion even 
if accompanied by bread and water and a linen dress 
■ — but, for goodness’ sake, let us have a passion 1 ” 

But such a passion does not exist without the 
demons of the heart ! 



OHAPTEE IV 

WiuiExamrE ScucdDim DErBinrr 

AViluelminti SounbOER lind inhontwl from hor great 
mother the grand dramatic tn?cnt» bat nUo the hot, 
most passionate heart with its on) demons 
I met Wilhclmino Scbiodcr Dovnont for the fint 
time in Berlin From Dresden, where she had boon 
engaged as first dramatic eingcr since Eostor, 1S23, 
she came, m December, 1828, on n professional tour 
to Berlin, tlio “ cajntnl of music/ ns llio French 
violin MI tuoso, Boucher, used to call it She np- 
penred after the triumphs of a Catnlani, Henrictto 
Sontng, iSnnnotto Schcclmcr Snbmo Demefettor, 
Constance Tibnldi, and y«.t she Imd tahm the 
Berliners by gtorra on her first nppearnneo m 
V tbtr a '^Eur^unthe * She conqutrod throtif^h her 
grniiil, mo‘>L rmlistio acting, through her cnptivatia^, 
highly txprt>si\e ainging, and through the com 
binLHl charms of her imlividuahl), so tliat aho was 
callcil htforo the curtam rocifi rvuily, ifnm''<liatrly 
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after its lowering, at the conclusion of tlio second 
act, an lionour no Euryanthc had yet attained m 
Berlin, altliougli she iivas far surpassed by the 
Schechner in the rich metallic ring of her wonderful 
voice, and by the perfect tcchnicpic of Sontag’s sing- 
ing. Both these highly famous songstresses sang, it is 
undoubted, with their brilliant throats — Willielmme 
Schrodcr-Dcvricnt sang with her burning sonl. 

In her second character, that of Rezia in TVeber s 
“ Oberon,” the talented artiste occasioned no less 
enthusiasm among the Berlmers, especially by the 
powerful air ” Ocean du Uiigehcurer ' ” Through 
her singing was heard the wild rolling and grumbling 
of the raging sea. 

Bellstab wiote at that time : '‘Madame Dcvrient 
has conceived Bezia with such a depth of feeling, 
and in such highly productive fancy, that she has 
given us, both in a musical and dramatic sense^ 
entirely new views about this character ” 

And how she succeeded in captivating in the part 
of the charming Swiss girl Emmeline ! 

On the Komgstadt stage she sang the title-part 
in Baer’s comic opera, “ Largines, oder der Zogling 
der Liebe,” and Anna in Boildieu’s “ La dame 
blanche ” — one of the chief parts of Sontag — with 
great success, which, however, did not prevent the 
merry, witty Berliners, who had already heard 

*■ Student of love 
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many a piquant little anoodoto of 'Wllhelmine’s hot, 
passionate heart, remarking, in their agreeable ac 
cent “ 'What ? she claims to ho a student of 
love ? She might very well succeed ns professor of 
lovel” 

Even at that time it was my good fortune to 
come into nearer contact with this groat artiste 
and much admired beautiful woman Her most en 
thnsiastio admirers gave, in her honour, a splendid 
artiste-fSto, with musio, poems, flowers, laurel 
wreaths, and other signs of homage I had been 
requested with sovcml ladies to do the honours. 
TrVhat I most admired in our beaming queen of the 
fSte wore the mobility of her very marked features, 
her aparUiog, laughing blue eyes, her wonderfully 
nch, fair hair, and the rare combination of high 
spintual giftcdncss with sweet naive clieerfulnc's 

Pressed by everybody to sing something, she 
immediately sung the simple, sweet little Swiss air — 

Aof der \1 m btn Icb to gtmt 
Vmlr Dfia J>a J ifb 

plnying licro^m accompaniment on n guitar sho liftd 
pent for 

\\ 1ml n clinnn lay in llim plain pon^ 1 A warm, 
lo\ing human heart I Tlmt calk<l forth from our 
(ve a chtinng tear h\ervlKKly h<t(mc<h il'Cpli’ 
j7jo\e<I, to the B\vei.l, heartfiU Fouml« A rujt*uroui 
tneorr lUalmiuc ncccptctl with a gmttful Bmik 
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But merry Spilzeclcr understood splendidly liow to 
bring us back from the soft mood into most 3 ubilant, 
festive spirits. lie asked for the guitar, and m bis 
most comical way he began to sing a classical 
Yiennesc street-song full of the most grotesque 
uonsense. I can only recall a few lines — 

‘‘ !^^em Jtndcl 
I)/iB kocht Knadcl, 

Die Bind grosB als wic sin Kopf 
{Softly) 

— Hat Iccm Wasscr m dem Topf! 

Then — 

DorL anf dcr Birkcnspitx 
Silst cm alter Sticgclitr, 

Dcr pfcift in gntcr Ruli. . . 
iSoflbj) 

— Und liat den Schnabel zu ! 

To understand our roars of laughter — nay, laugh- 
ter that brought tears and nearly knocked us off 
our feet — one would require to see the arch-comical 
face of Spitzeder. But the green-sward of the 
chuichyard in Munchen has covered it for nearly 
fifty years. 

What a really happy day that was in December, 
1828 I And Wilhelmme Schroder the merriest and 
most frolicsome of us all. . . To-day, I dare say, 

I am the only one left to give an account of it. 

Wilhelmme was at that time exactly 24 years old, 
and in her merrmess and liveliness, with her burn- 
ing cheeks, her flashing sea-deep blue eyes, and the 
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TsTentli of fresh flowers in her wnving, luxun&nt 
looks, beantiful and enchanting — liko n Bacclmntc 
She was but three yours older t\ian I , but vrhat a 
motley, agitated, wild life lay behind her! — a lifo 
lashed and tom by the demons of the heart Sho 
was a divorced wife, and mother of four children— 
and yot childless 1 The law court had given the 
custody of the children to the father, having found 
‘WilholmiDO Schruder guilty of adultery 

Her very childhood was restless and homeless, 
as IS the case ^itli most children of comedians SliO 
horBeU relates as follows — 

‘ As soon as I was four years old I began to 
work I had to begin early to gain my bread 
Her molhor, Sophio bchrodcr, mthcr sii'^cop- 
liblo and earned away by an idea, causinl her littlo 
girl to bo instructed lu the art of dancing by a 
Mulatto dancing ranstor living in Uamburg iks 
carl) ns in her ninth year ilholmino appeared on 
the stage of Ilamburg m n rfr and a hnm 
and was applauded — a btllo Mt hot, with blue 
nbbons on her licad and Imr ftot in cIo^h ‘I 
only rcmtinb r of Ihi^ m\ performnneo tliat thfl 
spectators lustily chccrc I the clovtr bltV monkrVi 
that my teacher was \er\ much gnlific<l, and tlia" 
my falhir carried mo horoo upon his arms Mr 
mother had pn enttd to iiu.lHfQn. the b*gintuniT 
of the performance, the pro*jK*ct of n prtlty doll. 
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or — a -wlaippingj depending on my success or failure 
on tlie stage , and I am sure it was anguish that 
made my little limbs light and supple, for my 
mother’s whippings were sore . . As to my edu- 

cation, I can say nothing. It was undoubtedly very 
much neglected, as indeed, up to my twelfth year, 
I was not put earnestly to any other study than 
that of dancing. But my fancy was even then wide 
awake. 

“ The war-tumult (1813) was to exercise a decisive 
influence also on my parents’ fate. During the 
occupation of Hamburg by the Russian G-eneral 
Tettenborn, my mother had, in the occasional play, 
‘ The Russians in Grermany,’ worn a Russian 
cockade on her bieast Afterwards, when 
Davoust occupied Hamburg, he demanded that 
the French cockade should be used in the 
play My mother was long in carrying out this 
order, but when she could no longer evade it, to the 
merriment of the whole audience, she appeared with 
a tricolour cockade as 'big as a soup-plate She was 
cited before a court, and was to be carried off to 
France a prisoner Thus we had to flee , and I 
remember that my greatest fear was that the French 
could take away my doll from me, wherefore I hid it 
carefully under my sash ” 

The Schroder family — ^father, mother and four 
children — now begin a restless peregrinating come- 
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dian-life, doobly •vagabond owing to tbo troublous 
tune of war Wilhelmino, then ten years of ago, 
and her younger sister, had to assist in tbo perfor- 
mances, young as they were, in their dancing shoes, 
to help to cam the daily bread 

The roar of the cannon, caused by the battle of 
Hanau, drives the poor comedians again northward 
from Franhfort-on tho-Main At lost, they find on 
engagement with director Liobich m Prague 
Wilhelmino and her Iittlo sislor havo to lako on 
active part in the children’s ballet Abont this sho 
says afterwards “ Tbo roroembmneo of this mokes 
m) heart bleed oven now Wo wore exposed to tho 
most brutal treatment, surrounded b> tho worst 
examples, and learned nothing but dancing and 
tncks.'* 

Wlicn Sophie Schroder and her hushind, in 181 
found an engagement at tho Durg Thi^lrc, in 
Vienna, their three littlo daughters entered the then 
famous childrens ballet of IIorfchi.lt tho 

most dnngcrouB echoolmg for tho mqinsilivo ryes of 
n child, and tho tender, guilcU'^s licnrt of n child I 
Aor did poor Wilhclmmo dance undrr tIu*o jKilms 
with impunity I TIio childrxn « ballet of IlfirrchrU 
vrns by and bye put n stop to by tin jiolico on 
account of grave breaches of llif' mnnl law A 
certain Count Knunitc, a ^on of tlo f\lciruifa! 
minister of tho I rojircs Mnna Ihtrtrn nould,ot 
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tbafc time, liave got peual servitude if indeed be 
had not been — the aristocratic Count Kaunitz. What 
demons sprang up at that time in the young heart 
of the charming httlo ballet-dancer, Wilhclmine 
Schioder ! 

The gi’eatest misfortune for the young wild 
Wilhelmine was the early death of her good, loving 
father. She acknowledges this herself much later 
in these words — 

“ I can never without emotion recall with what cir- 
cumspection, care and kindness my father looked after 
our bodily and mental training. How often did I 
awake in the dead of night by his coming to our beds 
to convince himself of our sound sleep, and with what 
gentle firmness he sought to restrain our wildness, 
and to accustom us to order and regularity ! Oh, if 
death had not snatched away from me that father 
at a time when I needed him so much — how very 
different my life might have shaped itself I But I 
was not to have a loving hand to smooth my path 
of life for me, I was to hurry along over cliffs 
and abysses, though heart and soul of mine were 
to break like the surging sea, what did it 
matter ? ” 

What an accusation one may read here between 
the lines — against her mother I Perhaps not alto- 
gether without reason. 

Sophie Schroder, at that time, was the much 
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admired Sappho of the Bnrg Theatre The Phion 
of her heart was Dafflnger, the popular Vionno 30 
miDiatare-paiDtcr, who painted his Sappho in tbo 
82Dd year of his life, that is to say during Fried 
nch SohrSdop’s hfotimo 

'W’llholmino, soon after her fathers death, was 
trained for the stage, under her mother’s directions 
She was not quite fifteen years old when Phaon 
Doffingcr made the discovery that sho would bo tho 
most charming ifohtta bosido this lofty Sappho 
And ono day Sappho found hop Phaon nnd tho 
fair haired, blue oyed Molitta in vory afTcctionato 
inlorcourso A passionate econo (oIIowchI Sappho 
entirely forgot her part Sho did not bles3 Plnon s 
and Molitta s love and plunged not m noldo impuho 
of Bolf sncnfico into tho sea Slio trcalcil the lovers 
to boxes on tho ear 

So young 'Wilbclmmo early learned to know the 
‘*tiK p'i«8ion of tho heart” — through tho lover of 
her mother 

Indi*ed, her early training in tho liou^o of Iirr 
mother had much pmnoil against Imr hmrt, nnd h\d 
much to answer for her wholo life tho sci no of tinny 
violent pn^^ions There she saw nnd lieml inurh 
that was not fit for the eve nr ear of n chaste 
maidc n Mildew liad ntlacke*! tho tender hud b f >ro 
it could dtvilop into a full bloom 

On 11th OrtoUr, 18)*', M jJhtlmirm Schrv'l-^r, 
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T^lio liacl made some attempts previous!}" on the 
amateur-Lheatre of Stegme^er, appealed, vlicn nob 
yet fifteen 3 ears old, for the first time as Aricia 
with her mollier as rha 2 dra,on the boaids of the Burg 
Theatre. Her first cubic v rites thus about it — 

“ Ilcr appearance is pleasing, lier acting, consider- 
ing her age, is icmai kably deliberate ; lier pure and 
sensible elocution showed what school she comes 
from T^hen the public called her at the conclusion 
of the pla}", her cbtccmed mother led her forward 
b}" the hand and recommended her not only to 
the indulgence, but also to the si) iciness of the 
audience ” 

At that period Wilhclmine al‘?o played with accept- 
ance Luise j\Iillerin in Schiller’s “ Kabalo und 
Liebe,” Ophelia in “ Hamlet,” and Beatrice in Schil- 
ler’s “ Brant von Messina.” 

But a greater surprise yet was in store for the 
"Viennese, on the part of their fair-haired favourite. 
Thus writes the old quaint genius, Kanne, a musical- 
critic, who afterwards ruined himself by drink — 

“On 20th January, 1821, there appeared for the 
first time on the stage of the Court opera-theatre, 
at the Harntnerthor, as Pamina, Wilhelmine 
Schroder Her prudent mother had nob allowed 
the young lady to sing previously in any private 
circle , nobody knew that the girl was possessed of 
musical accomplishments, and thus a singer had, so 
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to Bay, dropped down straight from the clondg The 
wonder was all the gro'iter, therefore, to find her 
possessed of a pretty, well trained voice, a perfectly 
pure intonation, and an execution Bimplo, indeed, 
but very agreeable, and freo from all omaracntntion 
These advantages, conplod with a dramatic talent 
Bucb ns few great songstrossos ba^o yet exhibited, 
engendered a poculiar ebann, and thus delighted 
tbo unoipcoting andienco, so that the house echoed 
with applause " 

StUl greater onthuamsm she aivnlvoncd soon after 
wards as Emmolino in "Wcigls ** Scbwoirorfaraihe* 

** Her acting was masterly — you may call it lofty— 
fall of feeling, simplicity and truth Site Bang 
plainly and feelingly ns the part requires it 
The public love her already * 

She was drcssctl in that Pimple, genuine, sub 
stantial Swiss costume which showcil no Inco of 
the tbcntnenl gaudery then m u'c — "beautiful as 
the dawn" — and scwin all the women in \ lenim 
wore " F ramcline-frockp ‘ u la \\ ilhclmino Schro fer 

AsManain * Blucbcanl” slio fillid the nudi'-nc'* 
with compassion and nwo " by her heart jn no 
Irnting tones and gc^lu^es that reallr sprang fnira 
witlun She played tbo whole part Willi r(|u d nar, 
toward^ tlie concln^im of tlu ojwra, nhh <ri*' 
inena^ing vigour, and so lii^ldy cmbtaliU dil 
act, cipecially during the two U t act , fpim if'' 
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moment of Tier rushing out of the room of terror to 
the end, that it might be difficult to give this 
character more realistically and more stirringly 
anywhere.” 

And this Maria was but sixteen years and six 
months old ! But she was no longer a harmless 
child. As such she would not have been able to 
represent “ Bluebeard’s ” wife in so stirring a 
manner. She herself had eaten already of the tree 
of knowledge — she had lived and loved ^ 

Soon after she sang Agathe in the “ Freischutz,” 
when she was perfectly charming and bewitching. 

‘*A charming ‘blondiue’ of sixteen years com- 
bines, with a splendid sonorous voice, the deepest 
feeling in her delivery, and a rare degree of the 
mimic art, which seems partly inherited from her 
mother, and partly acquired by study ! ” And 
Weber, who, the year after, conducted his opera 
personally in Yienna, is reported to have said, even 
then “ She is the first ‘Agathe’ in the world, and 
has surpassed anything I thought to have put into 
the part ” 

And then — in ISTovember, 1823 — Wilhelmine 
Schroder impersonated for the world — for immor- 
tality — poor old deaf Beethoven’s part of “ Bidelio,” 
which had till then been misunderstood, nay, con- 

* “ Ich liabe gelebt und geliebet,” “ Des Madcbens Klage,” 
by S duller 
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to Bay, dropped down Btraigbtfrom tho clouds Tho 
wonder was all tho greater, therefore, to find her 
possessed of a pretty, woU trained voice, a perfectly 
pare intonation, and an execution simple, indeed, 
but very agreeable, and freo from nil ornamentation 
These advantages, coupled with a dramatio talent 
Bucb ns few groat songstresses have jot exhibited, 
engendered a peculiar charm, and thus delighted 
tho unoxpcoting audience, so that tho house echoed 
■with applause " 

Still greater onthuaiasm she awakened soon after 
wards as CmraoUno m TV’cigls “Sohwcirorfnmilio'* 
** Her acting was masterly — you maj call it lofiy — 
fnll of feeling, simplicity and truth She snng 
plainly and feelingly ns tho part requires it 
Tho public loro her already * 

She was dressed m that simple, gcniuno, riiIh 
B tnntial Swiss costume which showed no trice of 
the thcnlncnl gnuikry then m U“0 — hi luliful ns 
the dawn" — and Boon all the women in \i(nnn 
wore “Emmeline frocks 'u/fi \\ ilfirlrninc Schro hr 

As Mann in “ lllucbcnnl * she filleil tho amli nc^ 
tilth compiS’*ton end nwo *M>v her hurt jw’iir- 
tmting tones nnd go turn that nn!l\ spring from 
witliin She plnyeil tho wlioli part with eqtt d, nar, 
townrtl^ the conclu’iion of llu o|h ra, "illi 
incTvising Mgour, nnd ►© InghU rr^litibU dil ji’ f 
act, cspociitlj durm^ the two K t nc* , frvin 0 “ 
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moment of her rushing out o£ the room of terror to 
the end, that it might be difficult to give this 
character more realistically and more stirringly 
anywhere.” 

And this Maria was but sixteen years and six 
months old ! But she was no longer a harmless 
child. As such she would not have been able to 
represent “ Bluebeard’s ” wife in so stirring a 
manner. She herself had eaten already of the tree 
of knowledge — she had lived and loved. 

Soon after she sang Agathe in the “ Freischutz,” 
when she was perfectly charming and bewitching. 

“A charming ‘blondiue’ of sixteen years com- 
bines, with a splendid sonorous voice, the deepest 
feeling in her delivery, and a rare degree of the 
mimic art, which seems partly inherited from her 
mother, and partly acquired by study ! ” An d 
"Weber, who, the year after, conducted his opera 
personally in Yienna, is reported to have said, even 
then ‘‘ She is the first ‘ Agathe ’ in the world, and 
has surpassed anything I thought to have put into 
the part.” 

And then — m November, 1823—Wilhelmine 
Schroder impersonated for the world — for immor- 
tality — poor old deaf Beethoven’s part of “ Fidelio,” 
which had till then been misunderstood, nay, con- 

byVclSler^^^^ gelebt tmd gehebefc/' “ Des Madcbens Klage,” 
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Bidered imposaiblo Her dramatic art and tlio firo 
of her life sparkling heart know bow to embody tho 
music of Iho master as neither boforo nor after her 
any singer bos done Nor hna our artiste over in 
any other part met with such tnumphs os in this 
her master impersonation 

Beethoven eat in tho orchestra, during the per 
formnnee of his open, so completely wrapped m 
hia cloak that only his burning eyes shone out of it 
And ho saw Ins Fidtlio before him as ho had 
pictured to Ininsclf m his melody filled drtaras, 
this loftv woman m tho garraout of a man, with tho 
great heart read) for sncnfice And after tho jH.r 
furmance ho went behind tho scenes (o his 1 idelio, 
nnd his eyes, usunllr so gloomy nnd ini«a{ttlipopic, 
smiUd and ihanki.'d tho }oung songstress for gmng 
hfo to his fmounto musical form, nnd ho stroked 
her cheeks nnd pronuscHl to wnto a new opom for 
her and she ki’’«ed his hand much nfTocii'^l 
A FoUinn, nt\cr tohe forgullcn moment in tho 
lift of our article J Vml what sIiovowimI !o hrr^olf 
and to the gnat master at that time s)a has kept 
hjiUmlidlj m an exultant Inumph shi hascirniHl 
hM I nklio through the world nnd eonfpn i\m 1 ftir it 
even in rt trved 1 iiglnnd nnd nrgatui I raneo o 
bnUmnl ihrom of victt rv tvrn to tlun itiy t 

‘With I nh Ii j, Wjlhtliiime Schn 1 r inadi in tl* 
frpnng of 1^21, h<r bnftwnl tntry mto Iwr new 
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'engagemenfc at Dresden. To tliis stage slie belonged 
fully twenty-four years as its greatest ornament, 
and there we became afterwards more intimate 
colleagues. 

It was likewise in Dresden that the wild demons 
of consuming passions got more and more the 
better of this young, hot, unbridled heart, till this 
poor heart and an entire human life, so richly 
gifted and wonderfully dispositioned, perished 
under^ its withering breath, as Semele did under 
-the flaming kiss of J upiter. 

Wilhelmme Schroder was eighteen years old and 
full mistress of her own person, hanng an income 
of 2,000 thalers, when in Dresden the youthful 
hero and lower-player Karl Devrient paid his ad- 
dresses to her. He was handsome and full-bloom- 
ing, hke Antinous — scarcely five years older than 
the charming, fair songstress, who was idolized by 
.aU the world — and he read in her eyes the blazing 
fire of love . . They soon loved each other like 
turtle-doves. 

In July, the lovers came to Berlin for a short 
run, which proved very successful.. There in the 
Jerusalem church they were privately married. 
Then both played in Hamburg, and here, for the 
first time, the soon world-renowned name, “ Wilhel- 
■mine Schroder-Devrient,” stood on the play-bill. 

They were a wonderfully beautiful, happy pair 
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who returned to Dresden, nnd, for some jears 
following, travorsod tho world together m their own 
elegant camago on Btamng toura They put old 
KSnigsberg especially into 5 perfect frenzy of 
delight, in tho spnng of 1825 — both on tho stage 
and in society Tho good peoplo of Konigaberg 
had ctni much to aay aboafc this when I, three 
years lator, appeared there, also m spring Thoso 
days m Konigsbcrg wore probably tho happiest in 
TVilbolraino a life 

Sbo did not only delight, move, nnd deeply affect 
her audicnco os Agathc, Emmclmo, Donna Anna, 
nnd Deonorc Fidclio — but m onlcr to enjoy tho 
hoppinc«is of planng together with her beloved 
husband, sho nl-fo appeared m n dnmntio clnnctor 
at that timo ptrango in thintres Thus she pavo 
Prcciosa and Lom^o Aldknn— ho tho mo^l ideal 
Don A](»n70 nnd tho Hcncit Fenlimnd ion \\ niter 
Tho jealous h)Vo wns still so great with Knrl 
DcNTicnt nt that tunc tint he mixeil one evining 
n hunter among tho superiiumtnncs to be nblo to 
catch Ins ewoonin^ f urvanlho in lii^ own arni^ 

And nftir three short \ears, what had h^roui*' of 
his haj*piJie a and hn loro’ Tho j aloua hu ban I 
npjK \Tn\ nt tlio c<mrt nnd cHimud divorco from hm 
culj ibh, failMi ^ wifet 

A pr»tty storv h told of Iht uilhii^n m whi h 
tho hnpjy M )lh^ linino ‘^clirttlcr D vn^-nt etim lop 
ninn tho slntri nnd m KuniT^ti- f Ki 
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The artiste did not disdain to play and to sing 
the part of Lmse von Schlingen in Holtei’s farce 
“ Die "Wiener in Berlin,’’ which was much admired 
at that time ; she charmed old and young hearts in 
it She had scarcely finished, under tremendous 
applause, the inserted couplet * 

“ Einmal noch die schone Gegend 
Meiner Heimath mocht’ ich sehen ” 

when in the pit there rose an art- enthusiast, and, 
stretching up his hands imploringly to the stage, 
said — 

“ Ah, my divine Madame Devrient, if only I 
could have a copy of this charming song I ” 

And “ Frau von Schlingen” smiled down into the 
pit-stalls with irresistible waggishness, saying — 

“ Exceedingly sorry, my dear sir, but M Bauerle 
in Yienna has only allowed me the song for singing. 
I must not give a copy of it But should you 
demand to hear the song again of me, and have 
paper and pencil with you, then — ” 

A thousand voices cried ; da capo / da capo f 
shaking the house “ Luise von Schlingen ” re- 
peated the song, and a hundred hands wrote it 
down. The next day the whole of Komgsberg — at 
that time certainly not “ the towm of pure reason ” 
— ^npon all the streets and in all salons sang : 
“ Emmal noch die schone G-egend. . . 

Fanny Lewald, who belongs to Komgsberg, and 
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■who was at that timo foortcon years old, gives us, 
lu her rcm^oiscoTiCcs, a charming picture of tho 
irrcsiaiiblo charm of the artiste and tho woman — 
“ Her youth, her beauty and lovchncss 

corresponded perfectly to the idyllic part of Em 
molvnc , but even at that time she was \n possession 
of great tragic power, for the gentle wailing of Em- 
meline, her homo 8tckneB*», her innocent longing for 
love, became bo affecting in Mdmo Dovnent’s repre 
Eoclation that tho audience could not repress 
their IcarB, and men and women to whom sneh an 
early love was foreign were os if rejm coated by 
this performance The air, am bo merry, so 
chi 01 full ' grow, m her mouth, into n roo^t touch 
iDg Inmintation of love, and tho painful sighs and 
tho sound of repressed tears, which nlwa}8 wero 
heard through tho assurances of her chccrfulncas, 
■wtro dciply affecting — Next day I saw her at a 
party in tho country sent of a family with who^o 
daughter she was acquainted Ilotli sexes sur 
roiiiideil her, blinded her beauty, we >oung 
girU gazed at htr from a distance It was m tho 
height of summer, *ho wore a drvis of wluto 
tnffiln, with ro c colour'll Btnpts, arms, neck, and 
bo^oia Inrr, till abundanct of Ikt fair Inir woun I m 
tn. and puffji around h»r mngniCcNnt I id 
Om. of the gtjiiUmeu present chafle*! lu r olwui 
thi detp diuipU^ lu lu.r cbm ‘ rai J 
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“God himself has stamped that upon mo. When I 
Tvas created Ho gave me a little push with Ilis 
finger, and said, ‘ Now go 1 Now are finished' ’ 
This was the origin of the dimples ' ” She said 
that quite charmingly, and when, later in the even- 
ing, she stuck some of the roses that had been 
plucked for her in her breast and her fair hair, she 
looked so beautiful that I was vividly reminded of 
her words twenty years afterwards when for the 
first time I saw Titian’s Venus in the Tribune at 
Florence Not that the picture had resembled her, 
but it was the same luxuriant magnificence of youth- 
ful womanly beauty ” 

Also my old early companion Friederich Tietz, 
who was studying at Konigsberg at that time, and 
afterwards honoured me m Berlin with Ko.imsberg 
marchpane, spoke of the charm which Wilhelmine 
exercised not only upon the ear, but almost more 
still upon the enraptured eye He saw her with 
her husband in the travelling coach — “ a couple 
whom God seemed to have created in His best 
humour He, a handsome man with finely-cut very 
spiritual features — she, a blondme of 19 summers, 
with a lovely complexion and angelic countenance. 
. . She appeared as Emmeline, m which part the 
truly German singing of the young wife caused a 
strangely emotional effect, but her personal appear- 
ance heightened the impression in a really magic 
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mnnner WHen, in the third act, tho window 
of the hut opened and tho singer appeared, her 
girhflh face enframed la waving tressoe, her handa 
folded, her moist, beaming ojre lifted up to heaven, 
on her knoea for tho morning pnijor — struck by 
this sweet Madonna tableau in tho frame of tho 
green encircled window, the audience broke forth 
into most rapturous oiprossions of delight, which 
seemed never to end, and which retarded tho begin 
ning of tho song for a long lime 

And — scarcely three years Inter! — a now demo* 
niacal passion Imd seized tho luoUoss wild heart of 
'Wnholminc, and Knrl Do\ncnt obtained n divorce, 
for adultery, from hts wife and tho mother of las four 
children , tho court gave lam tho cuslwl} of their 
children, bn\ mg found iho wife guilty as charged 

That provtKl n terrible blow to llio poor motljors 
heart From those dn^ a Ihe^o words of ^\ ilhilramo 
art quoted — 

' If I were a Uomin Cnthohc I phould take 
rofugo m n cloiRtcrl 

“ Ilut as plu. was not a Uouian C-^thohe sht took 
refuge lu tlu arms of lo\e to alupef) htr^tlf, uud to 
forget, at least for mornciit% hor inward wrv*chc»l 
iitf'^, nud tliL dt*«ohition of lur hnrt 

laul rlu n out Iom \\n u rd up rho runtt-In !, 
\Mth a gri'fdy Inn I, niioihrr t! i nil of the 
(hmonR lu her lu »rt bcvmif oMr !«on laihrd' 1 
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but ever more demoniacal was also her influence, and 
her victories as a great artiste. Her whole life 
became a feverish chase from transport to transport, 
from triumph to triumph . . . Despite this, she 
continued to act, for six years longer, with her 
former husband on the Dresden stage! What 
bitter meetings ’ What situations 1 What new 
agitations daily 1 Karl Devrient was generous 
and — left. 

On her first stamng tour in Paris the artiste was 
allowed, in Weimar, to sing to Goethe, then 80 years 
old, his “ Erlkonig,” in Schubert's setting. The poet 
"was so much moved by her highly dramatic lifelike 
singing that he took the singer’s beautiful head into 
Ills two hands, kissed her upon the brow, and said — 

“ A thousand thanks to you for this magnificent 
artistic execution ! I have heard this composition 
once before, but without liking it , but represented 
as by you, the whole takes the shape of a visible 
picture ” 

In Pans Wilhelmine Schroder-Devrient, after her 
very first appearance, became the lioness of the day, 
and the queen of all hearts. Indeed she was the 
very first artiste who was buried m flowers upon a 
P aris stage , to obtain her favour was the cause of 
quarrels among the most famous heroes of the 
entr'acte, and of fights with sabres and pistols in the 
JSois de Boulogne Soon the frequenters of the Boule- 



IIS 


J^EMOJns OF KAVOU^E HAVEP 


Yards had so mnny piquant atones to toll of tho lovo 
advontnres of tho hoautiful Gorman cantntnco that 
a hterarj manufacturer found material enough to 
■write and publish tho ** Secret Memoirs of Mdmc 
SohrOder Dovnont ** 

But bIio also won tho distinction of hanng gnmwl 
over Franco for Beethoven's only opera, llcr 
wonderful imporaonatioa inspired ibo Pnrw critics 
to those words — 

“ Behold this woman whom ITcavon Fcems Bpccmlly 
to have made to bo Beethoven s Fidcho Sho doc^ 
not sing ns other artistes do, sho docs not spenh as 
wo are accustomed to hear it \ her acting is by no 
means in conformity with tho rules of nrt — it is 
as if sho did not know at all that she stands upon a 
Btago feho sings with her soul more oven than with 
horNoico, her sounds spring from tho heart nlhor 
tlttin from tho throat , «lio forgi ts the nudu nee, sho 
forgets herself, m order to immerse herself cntin ly in 
the being whom she represents. The In-art- 
moMiJg piny, the chnrm of her voice, the fin. soul of 
Madame DcNncnt hn\o di^phNid tluir nholt 
nn„ic The pixTioiM <|imbtM^ of thn 

ptruss are a gift of iiilun luhho dcu i nut cjII 
forth uur Mirmnn nnd j »r<i l>i‘x*an 

ho liaa rt<our t to pn»f<. i mil trie*.* Ti« 
drauintic action of Jfndaine Dt^Triciit 1 irinotn * 
fo well with her iouncmtiun and ttnjlJi rle 
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plays witli sucli an accord of gesture aud voice tliat 
one IS unable to resist these two powers, which are, 
moreover, strengthened by the charms of her 
personal appearance. This talent is sublime, and 
the effect it produces immeasurable; the silence of 
the deeply-affected audience, the tears which were 
in everyone’s e^ms, are more reliable securities of 
her new success than the bouquets, crowns, and 
bravos which accompanied this triumph.” 

And a year later, in May, Beethoven, Fidelio and 
Madame Devrient, in the veiy zenith of her fame and 
beauty, made again their triumphant entry into the 
hearts of the Parisiaus The fair German cantatrice 
was, if possible, received more enthusiastically still 
than on the first occasion An attempt was even 
made to attach her permanently to the great opera 
But she was prudent enough to lefuse this honour 
On the other hand the two following winters she 
appeared, with credit, m the Italian Opera at Pans, 
beside a Malibran, Pasta, Karadori, and Tadolmi — 
and beside a Bubini, Hicolmi, Bordogni, Lablache, 
Santmi, and Graziaui 

In “ Othello ” Malibran sang on her benefit night 
the black title part ; Wilhelmiue sang Desdemona. 
On the l^ist dropping of the curtain a tragi-comic 
scene ensued. Othello has strangled his Desde- 
mona and then stabbed himself, not noticing that 
both corpses have come down ,too near the foot- 

VOL. IV. T 
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lights. Now, whoQ tho lica^y curtam slowly rustics 
dowB, the dead DosdetQODo, to her terror, notices 
through her winlnng-oyclashoa that it must inevit- 
ably BQiDsh her bead tho next second Then, 
quicUy resolved, sho jumps up, mokes to tho 
QudiGoco a tragi comical gcaturo of oxcoao and 
pulls tho dead Othello bj tho slcovo osif sho asked, 
^'Brother Jacob, nro you sleeping?' till ho, too, 
rose from tho dead, and tbo curtam foil amid 
great and universal hilanty 

In May, 1832, Vt ilhelramo Sohriklcr Dovnont 
appeared for the drst tirao m London ns Fidoho m 
a German opcm company — witli what splendid 
success may host bo gathered from an Lnglish 
onticisra which Bays — 

** 3 ho sensation protluccd by ridcho,in 1832, will 
never be forgotten Tho Jtaban^ who^o troupe was 
not strong, were honestly beaten oIT the hold by the 
Germans h rcrybcHlj ftU that the intt n^o miMical 
power of Beotho\ on s opera, inlc rpn. ted in tlm chief 
part bv n pong*^lre55 who has nivpp Inforo appeared 
in Lngland, was a surpn^mg Tio\tIty 

An cnrlv fnond of mine, who Iivitl in I^ondon at 
tint tune, Mo«cht!c< cali< this 1 ulelio ** uintiqn<i- 
nhle, and tho nudjrnee so fntho mite *LiriiJ^ the 
whole i\rmng ihnl it rie*»r<'f th * '■r ire, 
f/;or J* of the pn^omr^ nudn* h^'t (afirr itj nr h ^ 
had b<xn cnlNl and had rvMrx I n^jtn U hmd it s 
curtain) the whoK ofthey«of.» ' 
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A sciircely less enthusiasm Wilhelmine stirred 
up in the cold English by her Lady Macbeth in 
■Ghelcird’s opera. She was placed on a par with the 
Lady Macbeth as 'played by Mrs. Kemble-Siddons. 

Thus a critic says — 

" One could not look at her without at the 
•same time being reminded of the ideal which 
l^Irs. Siddons is said to have created of this 
■‘great satanic character.’ With seductive and 
dignified gracefuluess of deportment she com- 
bined a portentous look, a piercing expression of 
the eye, the effect of which was all the more awful 
because it contrasted so strangely with those colours 
and forms which we are accustomed to interpret as 
the symbols of innocence and tender sentiment. 
That which makes the skin shudder at the expres- 
sion, ‘ the white devil,’ spoke out of every feature of 
Mdme. Schioder-Deviient, out of her honey-sweet 
and humble smiles when she welcomed the king that 
was destined to be muidered, out of that mixture of 
cruelty and flattering caresses which she knew how to 
express in the scene of the murder, out of the awful 
soliloquy of the soul which wakes whilst the body 
sleeps . . She was one of those visions which 

may cause young men to go mad and the old' to lose 
their heads 

However much our artiste might be satisfied with 
her successes upon the Bnghsh stage (her Fidelio 
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had won for her tho name of Queen of Tears !), sho 
was highly indignant nt her position in tho oxchmvo 
English society, sho to whom m German} pnnccs 
did homage Sho was, indeed, inntod into tho 
most fashionable society, but ns paid professional 
BiDger, and also treated ns such It is only to bo 
wondered that a SohrOdor Duvnont sufTcreil that — 
that she at all responded to their inMtations Sho 
allowed no occasion to pass without \cnting her 
anger about tho fosluonablo English socictv Thus, 
for instance, in Moschcles honso, where F lix Alin 
dolssohn, Meyerbeer, and Uauser wore plnving nt 
that time, aho sang to her hearts dca»rt,nml she 
would say — 

** Ah, my dears, for Ton I sing with ploa^uro, hut 
imngino a stiff English 901 n e ^\hcro I rtqiim' to 
stand ns still as a stick, and tho hdic^ watch liow I 
behave m}ficlf, that tnkes nwa\ my br alh Nor 
do t)io conductor! nlwavs nccompin} n** I want 
Enough, I do not fcol fn'o n-t I do among \ou " 

At tho hou^o of Mo elides shi wan all the mnri 
livclr Thus, one thvnl <hnn< r, wh fj fi htin how 

Itomi'O draws hi^ swonl, she sm/'i1 (Ik tahh ktnf« 
niunug it with such Vlo^ntg^^m^^ nth rm ^lil^ ir 
tho !' nor Hnizmg* r, that ih 1 ni,h<li W'vit -tit* 
ninu«omint of all pn*^iiit, c)u!d n »* Ini'* I ' 
di inav 

After a stimntion of it^ht I rmt V 
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mine Sclirodev again. M}’’ “briglit still-life” as 
Countess Montgomery in England and Pans, an 
engagement in St. Petersburg, lasting three years, 
and a somewhat protracted professional tour through 
Germany and Austria-Hungary, lay between When, 
in the spiiug of 1836, I entered upon my last and 
longest engagement in Dresden, whose greatest and 
most celebiated artiste Schioder-Devrient con- 
tinued to be, the latter had, shortly before, entered 
upon a leave of absence of 15 months, for a starring 
tour. 

In the winter of 1836, Hermann Michaelson, on 
the part of director August Haake, came from 
Dresden to Breslau in order to contract with me for 
a rather long cycle of performances for the spring 
following The terms were unusually decent, the 
parts proposed for the performances very acceptable. 
I was not obliged to demand classical plays in addi- 
tion to the comedies customary in provincial theatres. 
Mary Stuart, Emilia Galotti, Borneo and Juliet were 
offered me, and a worthy cast guaranteed. I had 
made Haake’s acquaintance when he appeared on 
the Berlin stage, and found in him a thinking actor 
of the old school. As stage manager and director, 
he had made a name for himself long ago m the 
theatrical world Gladly I signed the contract, 
which was favourable also in a pecuniary respect. 

On a sunny spring day, on 23rd April, 1836, my 
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mother and I drovo into the snug old town on the 
Oder * Tho wonderful nllova of the cclobmtcd 
promenades aronnd Broalau wore then shuiing in 
tbeir first, fresh rerdaro Good gracious I wimfc 
enormously high houses, nnd what strango signs on 
BO many of them hons nnd lambs, bears and hens, 
horses nnd bounds Tlmt in Broshu oionbody 
lives on tho fourth or fifth flat I Imd hcanl in 
Dresden, but soon my fctt were to cxponcnco it 
when making calls And ahrn} s tho qncstion forced 
Itself upon mo, *‘Who in tho world lives m the 
first, second and thml storcTS ? 

Tho Golden Goose ** n Inndsoine liotol, received 
ns kindly under her wing'^ Tho elegant and 
nmiablo stage manager Baron I’or^Ia^^, was in 
nttcndnnco, nnd wcIcomMl ns in tin name of tbo 
director and lus colhapics nnd conducted \h into 
tho rooms resorvcil for us \\ InUt we n«eunded llio 
Btnir, a wonderfully nnrfn iniprc iivt voice ubnouA 
sang, with caplivatme, |n<-*ion 

“ Pjr ronn nittl* I t') L*tt, 

Di 11 uUm* wfll U »U 

Urvl w»i *1^ b l^n-f *■ ’ ill 
Icb Ub in I rrb llin a rikll 
^\ f \ \«l Jb toKb i: I H Ijit 1 
(5 tvlit— p^bm— 1 b f V» nt 

l>i* I JD lUllll >1^1 *TO 

I) ( Li 1 •<> ti Inr f( n I Ib' •» 

• Hm’ib, •lUi^l c*» i! Ill <>!r n \t f h ' » 

c-f It* Kir , ! t»» f I n: I 
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Wo memo Traurae vrandeln gebn. 

Wo meine Todteu nuferstehn, 

Das Land, das meine Spraclie spuclit, 

0 Land, wo bist Du ? 

Ich wandle still, bm wemg fioli, 

Und itnnier fragt der Seufzer wo ? 

Im Geisteiliaucli tont mir zurucic 

Dort wo Du nicbt bist — dort ist das Gi uuii. ; 

It was a voice full of soul and fire of delivery, 
wliicli touched my heart and brought the tears to- 
mj eyes. Whilst my mother and Perglass walked 
on, I stopped listening on each step I never had 
heard such singing . and yet the voice seemed 
famihar to me. . . Suddenly, when Schubert’s 
“Wanderer” was finished, another song, a simple 
Swiss couplet, vibrated through my soul as coming 
from a great distance . 

“ Auf del Aim bin ich so geine, 

Denke Dein, Du susses Lieb ” 

Of ]oyful memory 1 And this song the same 
voice had sung eight years ago m Berlin. But the 
voice then sounded differently — more child-like» 
Ah, what storms had blown over this singing heart 
meanwhile The singer was Wilhelmine Schroder- 
Devnent. 

Baron Perglass told us that the great artiste had 
arrived m Breslau as early as the beginning of the 
month, but that she had stayed for a fortnight with 
a friendly family, after her professional tour and her 
bewildering triumphs, in order to take a rest. Pour 
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motbor and I drove into tbo snng old town on tbo 
Oder • Tfao wonderful alloys of tho celebrated 
promenades around Breslau wore tbon sinning in 
tbcir first, fresh verduro Good gracious 1 \\hnt 
onorrnously high bouses, and wimt strange signs on 
so many of them lions and lambs, bears and hens, 
horses and bounds That in Breslau CNorybody 
lives on tho fourth or fifili flat I bad lieanl in 
Dresden, but soon m) fcit wore to oxponcnco it 
when mnbing calls And nluavs tbo question forced 
Itself upon me, *' Who in tbo world lives in tho 
first, second, and tbinl storeys ? 

’The' Goldin Goose, a Inndsoino hotel, received 
05 kindlv un<lcr lar wings Tho eligant and 
omiabto stage rmnngcr Uaron IVpglass, was m 
attendnnci and wilcomeil us in ilji n uno of tlio 
director and bis colUiguc-i, and conduett d ih into 
the rooms rtsirvt><l for \\ bil I wt n 0111111*1! ibo 
Blnir,a wonderfully warm iinprv sim voice abjM. us 
sang with ca|iiivanng pi< 1 >11 

** lu ^ ,!«, \.i ti cli 1 1 T »rt kfcU 

II ]l ait «r W tlk 1^1 n • I 

I t I • e ! n l<^t t i I 
UU 1*1 nlinl i.fll 
r I I ! > t. ^ » I 1 

( I M— * 1 — I r fc t * 

lU U ' lj 1 \ " s >T 0 

1> |j * W t 1 I i'-i I ^ 

•Irrtt »l»“J l’ I t » 4 f t 

«( I t .1 a I » 
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"Wo moiiio Tnvnin*’ wiiu^'ln gchn 
^Vo jnciiK' IVKlton nufcr‘><elin, 

]Jns L iiid, <1 1 *' iin'im* Sjiraclif’ *Jpnclil, 

O L uhI, wo liivt Du '> 

]cli w '•till lull wunitr froli, 

DikI iinim'r fru;:! dor .''lUl'^cr wo? 

111! (ti)'-tirliuicli lout nnr^unulv 

Dorl wo Du nulit l)i''t — dort i-'t (ln'^ Glucli ! '' 

li "wns a voice full of ‘^oul anti fire of delivoiy, 

wliicli touched nu licMrli and bron^^ht the tears to 

m} c\o'?. "Whilst nn mother and Pci glass walked 

on, I slo]i]icd li^^lcning on each step I ncvei had 

heard such ‘'iiiging . and ^ct the voice seemed 

familiar to me . . Suddenly, when Schubert’s 

“Wandeier” wms rinishod, another song, a simple 

Swiss couplet, Mbiatcd thiough iny soul as coming 

from a gioat distance 

“ Auf (loi Alin tin icli ‘^o gome, 
iJc'iilcc Dcin, Dill su->scs Licb ” 

Of joyful mcmoiy ! And this song the same 
voice had sung eight years ago in Berlin. But the 
voice then sounded dilfereutl}'^ — more child-like. 
Ah, w’hat storms had blowm over this singing heart 
meanwhile The singer was Wilhelmme Sebroder- 
Devrient 

Baion Perglass told us that the great artiste had 
arrived lu Breslau as early as the beginning of the 
month, but that she had stayed for a fortnight with 
a friendly family, after her professional tour and her 
bewildering triumphs, in order to take a rest. Pour 
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mothor and I drove into the snug old town on tho 
Oder • The wonderful alloys of the celebrated 
promenades around Breslau wore then sinning m 
tbcir first, fresh verdure Good gracious I what 
enormously high houses, and whnt strange signs on 
BO many of them lions and lambs, bears and hens, 
horses and hounds That in Breslau cverjliody 
lives on the fourth or fifth fiat I had hcanl in 
Dresden, but soon my fett woro to ovpcncnco it 
when making calls An(lal\\nvs the question forced 
Itself upon mt, “Who m the world livc< m tho 
first, second and thinl storevs ^ 

Tho “ Oohhn Goose, a handsome liotol, received 
ns kindly undtr her nings Tho elegant and 
nmiublo stage mana^tr Baron BorKln^^, was in 
attondanco and welcomed u« in tlu name of tho 
director and his coil« agiic^, nn<I conducted im into 
tho rooms noil for ns hiUt wl n-'ci mh’Hl iho 

stair, a wonderfully warm iiiiprt *}i\(. voROubivi. us 
san^, with cnpiiMitin^ ^n'^^l m 

" III-' I ll Bi H I » r *1 l«U 

I) I yU-* 1 * k l» k I 

I r* 1 fr.! •) If f r e 

Irb t In «• n I r»**j I u 

o 1 l It n jrr » I I : 

I t— i r V I * 

I » ! ! * U I ! vn 

l-J * f t T I * 

♦ 1 i « f-lOl \ f *' Iktfl 4 

1 I Kt. M/ . 
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Wo memo TraiimQ wandeln gelin 
Wo meme Todten aufcrstehn, 

Das Land, das memo Spraclie spriclit, 

0 Land, Tro bist Du? 

Ich wandle still, bin wenig fioh, 

Und immer fragt der Seufzer 'wo ? 

Im Geisterlianch tont mir zuruck 

Dort wo Dll nicbt bist — dort ist das Gluck I ” 

It Tvas a voice full of soul and fire of delivery, 
•wliicli toucbed my heart and brought the tears to 
my eyes Whilst my mother and Perglass walked 
on, I stopped listening on each step I never had 
heard such singmg . and yet the voice seemed 
familiar to me. . Suddenly, when Schubert’s 
“Wanderer” was finished, another song, a simple 
Swiss couplet, vibrated through my soul as coming 
from a great distance . 

“ Auf der Aim bm ich so gerne, 

Denke Dein, Du susses Lieb ” 

Of ]oyful memory I And this song the same 
voice had sung eight years ago in Berlin. But the 
voice then sounded differently — more child-like» 
Ah, what storms had blown over this singing heart 
meanwhile The singer was Wilhelmine Schroder- 
Devrient 

Baron Perglass told us that the great artiste had 
arrived in Breslau as early as the beginning of the 
month, but that she had stayed for a fortnight with 
a friendly family, after her professional tour and her 
bewildering triumphs, in order to take a rest. Pour 
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times slio luid appeared ainco as Normi, Romeo, and 
Fidclio, amidst over increasing enthusiasm, at doublo 
pncca, and before croaded houses I oivn that 
my heart sank arithin mo a little when I hoanl 
this good nows, although I had grown very fond 
of ^illiclmmo in Berlin, and jcalousv, much less 
artiste or professional onvy, was not one of m) dark 
Bides at an^ time But, if the people of Bixslau 
expend thoir enthusiasm and their mone> on 
beliiodcr Dt\neiit what would ixmain of Iwth for 
Karohne Bauer ^ And I too had dreamt of earning 
pome groin and golden Inuul^ in Breslau, for 
without such a drcniu one does better to ivinain quite 
quictU and pntigly at homo with the Ih nates of 
one p own safe ftngc c^piinllj' if one is iKumd to, 
and coniiiTtisl with it hr routract for some iiirp 
Going frotn Drx dtn lu Bn *hu at tint lime still 
meant n plow hiliguing nnd i xpen ivi journe\ 
caach Siul now iL had p« rhnps botii uinkrtahLU 
for nothing , for what tlu itriiril cnlhu la^t C'juM 
bum to*d 1} fur Iidiho and to inorniw for Mnry 
Stuart and rho could pi% the ruinous prin i? 

Barunlirgli a jh rfnt gintU man and man of 
the World, imi hn\« gui‘<'<id such ineumful r«llx 
tjoj *, mulrr mv iKtid^ihI iru^llin^ tod t for lio 
raid r-ii jx Wil *t»UhriH»i I’m cp» ra and 
drama an n » dan^ n>ui nvah in tlm f ir mr uf tl » 
pubh'' "it u will r'' ll a* to 1 1 jrron’ on fir't 
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appearance as Donna Diana. All the boxes and 
reserved seats for the performance are sold already, 
'aad the other places will not suffice for our Sunday 
audience ” 

Tbis restored to me my self-possession. Had not 
my Donna Diana been everywhere a success 1 

Scaicely had Baron Perglass left us, when the 
good old theatrical manager, Yoigt, from Posen, 
rushed into our room, greatly excited, his face as 
red as scarlet. I had played on his stage at Posen on 
two occasions, and brought golden luck to his coffers 
that were usually somewhat consumptive The good 
fellow had in return enclosed me in his honest and 
harmless heart, and obtained from me, as the 
highest favour, that he might be allowed to call me 
by my Christian name I had consented laughingly, 
as the honest old man was truly devoted to me. 
Yoigt was somewhat asthmatic, spoke in short 
sentences, besides emphasizing every first word after 
each new breathing-pause How, add to this the 
high stairs of Breslau and his excitement, which 
made him almost literally pant for breath * “ Dear 
.Karohne — come with me to Posen — rather do not 
unpack at all — '-your guardian angel has brought me 
to Breslau — here the hottest boards are awaiting 
jon—fomfold trouble is ready for joa— firstly, the 
Schioder has snatched away all applause — secondly, 
exhausted every purse — thvidly, your manner of 
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acting 15 new here — yon piny too simpl}, tnitbfully 
^Breslau wants to bo Btrnck, dazzled— 
cabals await you bore — -friends of ildtnc De^soir 
bavo rosolved not to let you have a cbanco on any 
ncconnt — dear Karolino — ij yon were hissed oft tlio 
Btago — hissed off Ihn stage — imagine, Mndimo Bauer* 
— I troniblo at the Tory thought of it — do no( exposo 
yourself to that danger — dear Karolino — rooic with 
mo to Poson — there people know how to value vou— 
\igh ' I cansav no morel* And, almost bre*\tlvli«^s, 
the zealous old man sank down upon a cliair mnppmg 
bis ml face wuli a huge blue pockit-imndkorchnf 

Although good \ oii,t m his i.xcitctni.nt lookinl 
rather too comird vtt I ftU nnvthmg but nndr to 
laugh as was mv custom 1 said ntnou**!} “ Ilow, 
dear Mr )ou ndviso mo cowanllv to flee the 
Imttle ground biftin. I Into ovi n pi t f i >t upon it ? 
Mr ndvtr anis arc to triuinjd) ertn 1 h for I Imvo 
tnul t I break a lnnc< with ibrui ? Vud vou roun< 1 
tn« po nud pn ttnd to Ih nu frn nd ? / lyirlrm irf 
ft i\,‘ #/• mid f I mil I mu t, and I sh dl plnr 
in Bn hu at h aM a cveh of mx pirM Vnd, 
if afur that I havi i» »l pntmd for rri\< If nn 
hououmhh plar on Bn lm*b anU nl o ih a — 

“7/' ti d »r Cin»bn — r ar >11 to P ti — 1> 
your ol 1 faithful frn ads 

N( w I was oh I 'll l > lau b * Vb tha is ir 


* 3 * t 
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meaiiiDg ? Is the draught on your coffers in Posen 
again so great that only Karoline can help ? And 
this draught has had no small share in making the 
Breslau boards so burning hot for me ? . . . But 
why must you give my mother such a fright ? . . ” 

"Karoline,” the honest fellow cried, horrified, 
and bounced off his chair as if mad — " dear^ 
Karoline — how do you misunderstand my heart — 
only of you I thought — innermost conviction 
prompted me to speak — would that all may go well — ■ 
nohody shall be more delighted — than your most' 
faithful friend — courage then, dear Karoline — to- 
morrow after the performance — I shall inquire again 
— now I will work for you, canvass — dear Karo- 
bne . . And still more excited than on his 
arrival, Yoigt rushed away 

Scarcely had my mother and I somewhat re- 
covered from this new annojance, than when busy 
unpacking and arranging our things, an elegant 
billet was brought me with the remark the footman 
was waiting an answer. I broke the seal in expec- 
tation — gummed envelopes were not known then — - 
who might be writing to me ? Why, I had no ac- 
quaintances in Breslau. I read with great gratifica- 
tion the following, in large, clear, steady characters 

" How Dice that I am enabled to meet her in 
Breslau, my dear sister artiste, whom I hold in 
affectionate remembrance from Berhn, having been 
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unablo to pay her q visit in Dre<:dcii Hoir many 
years bare passed smeo merry SpiiEcdcr sang us his 
funny Vienna * Sclmndaliupfel,* and hov, iniicU 
ha^o both of U3 gono through I Can wo not meet 
this very day ? You arc expected impatiently by 
your 

V iLnELiiiNE SoiinoDED DtvrirvT 
'* Can a siatcr-artiato meet ^ou in a more nmmblo 
manner?* 

I sent word that I ahoiild follow the servant in 
two naniitca AMion I n^cendtd the stair, thcro 
Blood an ndnumbly beautiful woman, her full, noft 
form tnhnnccd b} alight fiitingdrc««of pnlo blue silk, 
her stiniU clnasical land tnfmincHl b\ gold shimiiiLr* 
ing locks bho no<ldod graft. full) smiltn] bI)I), and 
sang fcofilv, in cUarinmg drolUr) copMiig |>oor, 
incrr) Spilr^-dor, who had long unct grown 
sikiit mail in the cburclivnnl of Mhocbin — 

I) rt aaf r I uLrr j iit 
t'lt t rm •lU'r M» iilt, 

IVt 1 1 »fl in pat r I nh 

f Ptftif ii'tlfj 

Lti-i In t<n Kl r»Ul ta 

The nmnliU h\ Urnrli toimbmccd tm Lcnrtil), 
and drvw me into lur room 
V dh ImiUH nppmnHl ti> im in Iht lu» almm* 
inori Imniiful »iil! h r aniniit*-<l fnttirrn m ro 
n in rtpn 'iri ihiii m Ik rlin \t tba 
p^n'M f! rra-i nkcr alt »a(T<'nt3^ u jn from if t 
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divorce suit and its result, including the loss of her 
four children, than she owned. Wow her ejes, that 
possessed a magic power of attraction, beamed in 
cloudless merriment. She told me very cheerfully 
of her great tour, and her latest triumphs in Leipzig, 
Braunschweig (Brunswick), Hanover, Wurnberg, 
Brann, Vienna, Pesth, Munchen, Augsburg . . She 
was at present triumphing in Breslau And she 
spoke in childlike rapture of these triumphs, and the 
enthusiasm of the people of Breslau for her Romeo, 
Bidelio — her Lady Bluebeard, and Emmeline in 
“ die Schweizerfamilie ” 

Tbis recalled to me all the spectres of my faithful 
knight and director from Posen, and my own bad 
visions of empty houses, and indifferent hearts, and 
dumb mouths and hands, and I sighed a very deep 
sigh, saying * “ How shall poor I fare under such 
circumstances beside your playing ? ” 

“ I fea.r, not well ! ” she said quickly, with a frank 
smile. “ This time, my dear colleague, I have 
snatched the Breslauers from you, they have had 
to bleed already pretty freely When I sang here 
last summer, the prices were quadrupled during the 
wool mart First come, first served Another time 
you take your revenge, and I will stand by very 
patiently and cry hravo f But,” she continued 

with good natured laughter, when she perceived my 
alarmed face, “ I have only to sing on seven other 
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nighte, then you are nd of me, and the field is 
youTB I " 

Her franknesB rather Btrook me at first, but after 
wards prepossessed me all the more in favour of the 
rare woman Later on, in Dresden, when I spent 
agreeable years on the same stage together with the 
artiste, and csame into ever closer relation to her, I 
found out (a very oousnal thing) that Wilhelmine 
never was untme, never dissembled or flattered 
Even when she was perfectly conscioos of how 
mnoh stating the truth would harm her, she could 
not make up her mind to speak against her oouvia- 
tion And this rare virtue won many fnenda for 
the artiste and woman who remamed faithfnl to her 
till her death, even though they could not always 
approve of her lioentaouaness 

When I saw that supper was being prepared in 
the next room, I rose At that moment an officer 
entered the room rather brusquely — a good looking, 
dark-complexioned man Without embormsament, 
Wilhelmine introduced her fnend, saying “ Herr 
von JL will sup with me In spite of all, then, 

dear colleague, lot us be good friends, both now here 
and by-and bye in Dresden ! ** 

'Xhis suppiDg admirer was yet to cause much 
vexation in tbo ougagomcnt of the great artiste that 
had begun so bnllmntly The youth of Breslau, 
especially the academical youth, the natural rivals 
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of sabre-rattling, flirting lientenants, felt offended 
■at tbe beautiful woman whom they idolized, because 
sbe never appeared without this shadow in cloth, of 
two colours, and bad neither eyes nor smiles for 
iibe homage of these most enthusiastic youths 

The rehearsal of “Donna Diana” heightened my 
courage for the evening. This most subtle and 
graceful of comedies was excellently got up, every- 
body knowing his part splendidly Ludwig Dessoir 
as Don Cesar was not particularly handsome, but 
full of character, and readily and successfully 
reciprocated every shade in my acting and 
intonation of Donna Diana Baron Perglass acted 
the part of Perm with humour and gracefulness, 
and an elegant volubility of tongue, so that we were 
enabled to take the scenes a trois, at a great rate, by 
which the play gained very much He was a 
genuine “ fish without fins ” We, as it were, almost 
threw at each other playfully the sparkling bon 
mots of Don Augustin Moreto That must neces- 
sarily also take with the audience in the evening. 
Director Haake conducted the rehearsal with a 
critical eye, with earnestness and energy, so that I 
was able to tell him, from my fullest conviction, 
that this conscientious co-operation remmded mem 
a hvely way of the rehearsals of the Berlin Court- 
stage, at the time of Count Bruhl, Ludwig Devrient, 
Pius Alexander, and Amahe Wolff. 
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In the evening my heart was in no email agita- 
tion -when I stepped from the dressing room on to 
the stage I knew well that my first appearance 
wonld be decisive for my whole professional visit m 
Breslan For a snperflmty my faithful bird of ill 
omen also panted up to me from the side scenes — 
“ Dear Karolme — I must tell vou that yet — t/iai 
you may be prepared — do not lose your self-pos- 
session — if no hand is moved for your reception — 
crUicxam of the sharpest kind awaits you — a^Heading 
men are there — AuqvAt Knhlert, Epstein, Bmniss, 
MosevinB, Hiischer — already they ore engaged m a 
lively debate on your merits — 1 shall take up mv 
place near the most cutting ‘ pens * ‘’~<o\vragei dear 
Karobne, otherwise everything is lost — aA, would 
that we were safely in Posen — after the play I shall 
call again' — 1 / you will depart with me to-morrow — 
how my heart beats — dear Karolmo 

He meant well mdeed, honest old Voigt But 
was this encouragetnent of hia Ukoly to give mo 
coumgo ? Rather the contrary My position was 
rendered worse by the thought of my poor mother, 
who eat fall of annoty, and lonely, in tho parlour 
of the theatre, not haMng tlio heart to bo present 
at my first appearance aud tho Breslau* reception — * 
or rather non rccoption — with her own seouig oyes 
and hcanug cars I really stood behind tho scones 
with very uucomfortablo feelings whilst the first 
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scenes were beincj played before me between Don 
Cesar, Don Louis, Don Gaston, Don Diego, and 
Penn, and making no impression on either the 
audience or myself. 

But was not this the proper frame of mind for a 
proud, men-disdaiuiug Donna Diana? 

The moment arriv/d in which I had to appear for 
the first time on the stage before a Breslau audience. 
. . . Stillness of death ' Coldness of ice pervaded 
the w'hole of the crouded house. That was new to 
me And I felt, with uueri mg stage instinct, created 
by a long practice on the boaids, that I had enemies 
an the house 1 People had been prepossessed against 
me 1 * 

Strange’ My heart did not fail me, it rather 
reared proudly, saying within me “Do you want 
to fight ? Donna Diana is prepared for you.” And 
coldly and proudly, as if I did not at all notice 
this icy temperature of the house, I said “ Bead on, 
Laura 1 ” I fancied how the mercury below (in the 
audience) was sinking a few degrees below freezmo- 
> point yet J ust after my long speech to the 


wooers . ■ V 

“ Verbergen ivill icli Eucli nicht memen Sinn 
\ \ • Und was, tief im Gemutli, ich fest bewahre ” 

I felt a breath, like a soft breeze m May, wave gently 
throi|Th thh old house, which in those minutes did 
not wainly bear the name of “ZurBalten Asche” 
voiT. IV. _ 
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The ngid eyes aod hearts began fco melfc visibly, and 
their frosty tongues and hands thawed gradually 
In quite a peculiar mood for battle^, I adorned 
myself for the ball and garden scene Since it was 
not Don Oesar alone who was to be overcome — but 
my enemies also — not only one heart of flint was to 
be conquered, bat a thoneand 

‘ Der itolre Thor er ioll mir molit entrinnen, 
lilt tauiend Faden will udi ihn nnupfnnen '* 

But now I spare them no longer, not alone be- 
cause I was eager for the fray — but also because I was 
hopeful of victory That was an important forward 
move, and after every fall of the curtain the httle bul 
letms I earned to my mother into the parlour of tho 
theatre sounded more hopeful — more confident of 
ultimate notory 

"When at last Ihona’s proud heart is conquered, 
and I could employ the soft language of tho heart 

■SVeh mir l Dicbt Bwelfeln darf icb JafcbUebel 
Wm iDich CTffrelft im lief bewegten Uenen, 

£« Bind der Idebe me gefliblte Bebmerxen. 

— thou I had gamed tho victory 1 a splendid victory 1 
I was called throe times with enthusiasm Three 
times 1 — a small success to day where “ claque and 
‘‘clique*’ lead tho applause, then however, a 
glqnous victory, obtained honestly with my own 

• "Thon ibalt, proud fool not evxjw from trw 

A Ibouiftnd Uirmd* I mil for»oolli spin roaod tb« " 
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means I expressed my thanks to the Breslauers in 
heartfelt woids, as the moment and my overflowmg 
heart inspired them ; they thanked me in their turn 
i;vith hands and mouth . . and the treaty of peace 
and friendship ^as concluded between us for ever, 
as long aSj* indeed, I crossed the world of boards. 

The diiector and his colleagues heartily con- 
‘gratulated me on my success Quite in flames, 
Voigt rushed joyfully upon the stage, crying: 
“ Vicioryi despite all, victoiy — dear Karoline, how 
glad I am — though I have lost you for Posen at 
present — hut next spring you will come to Posen, 
won’t you ? Now is your chance ' delight them as 
poetical Kathchen — move them as Suschen — enchant 
them as Preciosa — divert them as poetical Prau von 
Lucy (m “Junge Pathe ”) — and strike them with 
wonder m Mary Stuart . . dear Karoline, all 

Breslau is yours ” 

I embraced my good mother with tears of joy. 
Thus concluded my first evening in the httle old 
playhouse “ Zur Kalten Asche I ” What warming 
nnd kindling sparks had flamed forth for me from 
the cold ashes — after so much anxiety I If only the 
dear pubhc could also cast a few glances into the 
poor human hearts of their artistes who are called 
upon to divert them, they would regard the stage 
with milder and friendlier eyes 

My second and third character — Kathchen von 
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Heflbronn and potato peeling SuBohen, m the " Brlia- 
tigam auB Mexico " — also vron for me the more feel 
mg hearts of Breslau — and Mary Stuart which I 
played on Sunday, let May, 18S6, for the first time, 
was really to conquer by etorm the mmonty of the 
public who were etiH cantiouBly euapending their 
Terdict, ae Yoigt bad prophesied All seats were 
engaged during the day The orchestra was changed 
into reserved seats The crowded house was in a 
perfect fever of excitement, breathless Bilenoe alter 
nated with thundering applause I played the mag 
nificent port with enthusiasm and love, it was the 
only tragic part for which the compass of my voice 
snfficed, and which I played to my own satiafaction 
The great maater, Lndwig Tieck, in Dresden, had 
directed my studies of Mary Stuart, influenced by 
his animated and animating recollections of Fno- 
denko Bethmann And even this day I hear bis 
wonderfully sonorouB, charming voice ” "Well done, 
my child, almost the enme ns Fnodonko Bethmann I” 
On the ** BuBStng,* • according to uso and wont, 
an ‘ Academic ** took ploco for the bonoGt of music 
director Scidclmann I was glad to bo allowed to 
appear beside ‘Wilholmino SchrOder Of course the 
Bongstress had the lionVslmro of thu o\ening m the 
porfortnnnces SIio ga\o two scones from ‘ Faust, ’ 

• \ day of pmcral hoiaUiatlon efiamaodcJ by tlrt Stale wben 
no Iheatricil j^ortnance* •reallowcil. 
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-according to Prince Eadziwill’s composition. I 
heard her for the first time speak on the stage : 

“ Es ist so set-mil, so dumpfig tie 1 
tJnd 1 st doct eben so -warm nictt drauss’, 

Bs wird mir so, ich weiss nictt yne ” 

— till she passed on to the singing of the “ Konig 
in Thule” — and afterwards the scene in Frau 
Martha’s garden — as a worthy daughter and pupil 
of her gieat mother Had not Wilhelmine Schroder 
preferred to he an illustrious, world-renowned song-- 
stress, she might have occupied a place among the 
best tragic actresses The “ Konig von Thule,” and 
Schubert’s “ Erlkonig,” she sang in her warm, 
sonorous voice most afiectinglj and touchingly. Her 
tones flowed like the warm blood of the heart 
through the soul of the listener. No other singer 
has been able to efface the impression which those 
ballads then made upon me Spohr’s " Emma- 
Lied,” on the other hand, sounded like the rust- 
Img of the wood and the warbling of birds Bee- 
thoven’s “ Adelaide,” hke the soft yearning of 
love 1 

I recited August Kahlert’s beautiful poem, “ Pa- 
pagei und BriUe ” 

It came to pass that I ‘‘ got nd ” of my dangerous 
-competitor on the Breslau stage a few days sooner 
than she had laughingly announced to me on our 
first meeting Although this benefited my per- 



184 


MEMOISS OE SJ.SOUEE SAUER, 


formanoefl- — and, to confess the truth, also my pocket 
—yet the reason why the amiable sister artiste had 
suddenly to break off her engagement filled me 
with sincere regret, 

Wilhelmine Sohrfider intended to sing in the great 
hail of the tTniversity on 3rd May, in a concert given 
for the benefit of the Beethoven iTonnment Her 
envied shadow, in cloth of two colours, aooompamod 
her to the rehearsal Making use of an old privilege, 
the Btndenta filled the body of the hall, their faces 
threatening mischief I know not on which side the 
contest began Two different acco ants wore current 
in Breslau at that time Bnongh, the cantatnee 
entirely ignored her ooademical audience Pro- 
■voting I** growled the students 

The parts of Madame Schroder came in their turn 
“ Adelaide " and Beethoven a fiery air, " Ah per- 
fido 1 ’ 

She did not sing, she only marked Subdued 
groans upon the students* benohos The singer 
shrugs her shoulders, nnd laughing, turns talking to 
the officer and the musical conductor, her back turned 
to the auditory Then the storm burst 1 loud 
groans, hissing, acmpmg of foot a groat row, m 

fact. And when tho songstress, on the arm of Ilerr 
Ton R , loft tho groat hall, walking proud nnd dis- 
dainfully through Iho ranks of the surging students, 
then insults aro sboworod upon her which wire 
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not nimctl ni ilic nili-^lc — bui, af; tlio woman. . . . 
Ncvcrdiclo'^s 'Wilhclinino Fang, willi great solf-com- 
mniul and fortifudo, in tlic large liall of the Univer- 
sity on 3id J^Fay and as l^omco in the theatre two 
evenings aftoiwanU. Thtm tlio students in tlie pit 
roFumed the fight, In laughing and uhistling, al- 
though tlic iioi'^c nas Foinewhat drowned by tho 
applause of tho imiiaitial audience. Having been 
called at the conclusion, after much opposition, tho 
artiste appealed, and thanking her friends, she 
addressed a few dignified woids to her opponents: 
“ I am not conscious of having provoked such dis- 
graceful tieatnicnt, still loss of having merited it ” 
Immediately the storm broke out afresh, and a 
few voices w'ci e heard from the students’ pit . “ You 
are not wanted to appear again I Do not return ! 
Pereat ! mixed up wnth coaise invectives aimed at 
the “ woman ” (meaning her character as a wmman). 

'W’lllielmine ahandoned her two leinaining per- 
formances, and left Breslau in anger. When in 
September, during the coronation of the Emperor 
Perdinand, I played in Prague, together wutli her 
and Bmil Devrient, her biothei-in-law, her voice still 
trembled when she spoke of that insult “Hover I 
never will Bieslau see me again.” 

But as years roll on, the joy and the sorrow, love 
and wrath, pass away. Her friends in Breslau 
The reverse to vivatl say, down loith her! 
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called her The generation of students had changed 
Three years afterwards "WUhelmine Sohrdder again 
performed in Breslau, she was received with great 
enthusiasm , and in June, 1842, she took leave of 
it for ever, under laurel wreaths, flowers, aud tears 
of joy and sadness, after having played as “Mary 
Stuart * and ,in ‘ Bluebeard ’* That bitter hour of 
parting in May, 1836, was entirely effaced 

I shall revert to our mntaal appearance in Prague 
when I relate ‘Wilhelmine’a and my erpeneuoes with 
Pnnce Felix Liohnowsky 

From Prague wo returned together to Dresden 
After an absence of 18 montlis Willielmine appeared 
once more on her native stage, in September, 183G, 
being received by the people of Dresden with on 
thusiosm For almost eight years wo were now to 
live together in tbo same city, belong to the same 
stage and come into nearer social contact 

■\Tilbolmino was a good corarndo, kind, oblig 
mg, helpful, although in her jokoa sho was often 
very drastic and rougli, and boenuao I was not 
fond of entonng upon this peculiar mood sho hkod 
to call me, mockingly, * tho Court lady,' but with 
so clmrming a mockoiy that I could not bo seriously 
angry 'with her 

Sho could, however, bo ^o^y furious with thoao 
poor “ wooden puppets,'* “ callous crvnturos,'* 

*' dummies, ’ “ drones,'* with whom sho had to co- 
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operate on tlie stage, when they did not at all 
support her in her passionate acting Many a yearn- 
ing “lover,” who did not know what to do with his 
hands except to lay them now upon his dear 
loving heart, then to stretch them up to the cruel 
heavens, had not merely to feel her scourging de- 
rision, but sometimes also her weighty Hand First 
as Donna Anna she sang her Don Octavio, as 
Euryanthe her Lysiart, as Desdemona her Othello 
completely down , then she threw the poor lover 
‘‘ like a bundle of rags ” across the stage, hither and 
thither. 

In the tragic dungeon scene of Fidelio, on the 
iondon stage, Schroder-Leonore hands to her 
Florestan-Haizmger the piece of bread which she 

I 

has been hiding for three days in her bosom. But 
as he showed no signs to accept it she whispers to 
him in great temper * “ Perhaps you would prefer 
it butteied ? ” 

When she, the most fiery Borneo, had at last sung 
her moonshine-pale, tiresome Julia into the coffin, 
-she could not resist tickling the unfortunate corpse 
very sorely — on the soles of her feet covered with 
Bilk stockings 

For a similar serious ofience, in the sight of the 
-audience, offered to my youthfnl townswoman 
Pauline l\£aix, of Karlsruhe, who was likewise en- 
gaged in Dresden between the years 1840-45, 
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"Wilhelmine SohrSder ^Tas, according to tlie by 
laws of tbe stage, condemned to tbe Bmart fine of a 
montVs salary 

Sbe could grow exceeding wrotb when ebe saw 
actors play tbeir cbamclera in a thoughtless, me- 
cbamcal way, doing only exactly what was scantily 
presonTied ftfr them in their ports , in a word, when 
they did not entirely identi^ themselves in thought 
and character with the person they represented, and 
did things on the stage they would not have done in 
life had they been those persons in reality whose- 
character they bad oasumed on the stage For 
instance, if they would carelessly throw an object — a 
handkerchief, a sword, a bouqueW-they no longer 
needed into the side scenes, before tbe very eyes of 
the public “ Antomntona 1 Poppets 1 They do 
not respect their lofty art I ’ she might be heard to 
Bay angnly 

^Vlth the satno care and fidelity she would like- 
wise always arrange her own costume Everything, 
down to the minutest thing, had to ho in keep- 
ing with the character of Iho part and the time 
roprceonted Tlor thoronglily true nature bated all 
theatrical gaudery 

Thus 03 Emraobno she wore a green dreadnought, 
a scarlet bodice, white Bhirl-aleovcs of coarse Imon, 
n coarse round straw hat, her hair lu long plaits 
long two-colourcd stockings with honzontal stripes, 
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wliich. after the manner of the Swiss “ Sennerin 
(herd-girl) left the feet bare . And yet she was 
far more beautiful than all the other Emmelines, in 
their motley, silk, fancy costumes ! 

The drapery of her Norma, Yestalin, Iphigenia, 
was strictly arranged according to the antique 
pattern, and left uncovered as much, as possible of 
her nobly beautiful form, and the whole length of 
the arms and the feet above the sandals Then, 
when some prudish soul would beseech her at 
least to wear flesh-coloured tights, for the sake of 
our modern sense of decorum, she would answer 
with an ironical smile “With pleasure, dear 
madam, as soon as you have proved to me that the 
Greek and Eoman priestesses also put on flesh- 
coloured tights, or when once I have grown old and 
■ugly ! ” 

She risked much upon the stage, more perhaps 
than any other great dramatic artiste has ven- 
tured. But only she durst venture it with her 
classical plastic beauty of body in every movement 
and pose, with her affecting mimicry and profound 
characteiization of the parts, and with her altogether 
fiery, lifelike acting 

Just as an old saying about Raphael is fondly 
repeated, that he would have been a gieat painter 
even though he had been born without hands, so 
one could say of Schroder-Bevrient, that had she 
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been bom dumb, ebe "would nevertheless have been 
the great dramatic artiste 1 

Her bj play as Fideho, Donna Anna Valentine, 
Romeo, Idana in “ Blnebeard,'' produced a no less 
Btunng effect than her expressive, highly dramatio 
Binging !Most affecting she was as Fidelio, when 
anxiously wandering up and down through the files 
of the prisoners, trying to recognise Florestan in 
every face Then as Bluebeard’s spouse, when 

in blank dismay aha rushes out of the forbidden 
room from the corpses of the murdered wives and 
tries to hide her trembling form in a comer, and 
when Bluebeard drags her fiinously by her flowing 
fair hair across the stage 

Thus her grandeur and profoundness of char- 
acten 2 iatioa in by play and in plostio repre- 
sentation also justified our artiste danng her 
occasional performances m oppoanng Bomotimcs os 
“ Stummo von Portioi *’ (The Silent 2daid of 
Portici) and after tho pattern of her mothor and 
Mdmo Ilundol SoUiltz in representing in sovoml 
iaUtam vivants ifiobo and her grief about her 
elain chfldron 

When I mot 'W’liholmino Schriidor again upon 
tho atngo of Dresden cortnm fino-earod critics of 
music asserted oven then that lior voice had lost its 
beauty and was fast dechnmg — nay, that ui reality 
onr BODgstreas had no\CP had a great voice, 4ind 
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Lad not even been properly trained to sing like 
Sontag and Malibran But for me and other 
nnprejudiced hearers and spectators she was still 
the great, nmque, dramatic songstress who carried 
away her audience irresistibly by the fire of her 
feehng, her expressive intonation, her heart-warm- 
ing mezza wee, her rich creative fancy, and by the 
genuine demoniacal passionateness of her singing, 
and her acting which was ever m harmony with it. 

One evening I shall never forget, it was m the 
spring of 1838 Meyerbeer’s “ Huguenots,” then 
quite new, was being performed Wilhelmme under- 
stood how to make Valentine one of her most bril- 
liant and lifehke impersonations, in which there raged 
quite a Yolcano of passions, just as in herself On 
the occasion of its first performance she had in an 
impulse of gratitude handed the laurel to the com- 
poser, and Raoul Tichatscheck placed the wreath 
she had scarcely less merited upon her l^ocks. As 
Valentine she was always and everywhere sure of 
the most beautiful victory, and yet I found her that 
evening m the most ill-humoured excitement, with 
long steps walking up and down behind the scenes. 
Angrily she called out to me . " Court lady, I am 
beyond myself I Fancy, I have only just now 
learned why the Huguenots was fixed for to-day 
Her Excellency Countess Rossi, wife of the Royal 
Sardinian Ambassador, has arrived here on her way 
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to St Petersburg, and haa been pleased to express 
the wish to see Schroder Devnent as Yalentme. 
She pipes, and I mast smgl Just "wntoh how 
gracionaly she will eye me through her glasses from 
her pnvate box, as if Hennette Sontag had never 
belonged to ns common theatrical folk,** 

“ Ton wrong the Sontag there, "Wilhelmme,’* said 
I On the contrary, she would rather prove herself 
never to have belonged to the real theatrical folk if 
she did not feel the most ardent longing to sing 
Yalentme in your stead, and to sing the part as sue 
oesafully as Schrttder Devnent** 

‘ Wise Court lady, you are right I ** Wilhelmmo 
oned, as if electrified. ‘*I will smg Yalentme, 
Bing and play it as I have never done before, and 
the Countess shall die of yearnings because she no 
longer belongs to us thealneal people, can no 
longer devote her life to free art, and by her song 
turn the of a thousand hearora with rap- 

ture " 

And she sang and played ns she had never done 
before, especially in the great, most aflocting duo 
with Paoul Tichatsolicok, who wortluly supported 
her both with his beautiful tenor >oico and his vivid 
dramatic acting — the first hero-tenor and the first 
singing trngcHhonno of thoir time I 

Wdholmmo, whoso eagle eye did not rarely glance 
at the box of the Sontag, had the satiafaccion of 



wiLjjKL MIX/. sr/n:()nix!-ni:rnii:xT i<n 
Pccinir ^vltll what oniotion (lie ami)a‘:^aflrcps followed 

O 

licr nclJDijniHl ami how slic, s lo.il fJiil}", dried 

lear after tear 

Tears of \oarnin" after the forlorn splendour and 
gloiy of the intoxicating lioards? 

"Williclminc Schroder and I i\cic still to live to 
sec Countess Ko'^si return l.o tlio the.atrieal folk, 
in order to earn a fortune for her children by lier 
voice. 

Twice only did T appear on the stage together 
with Schioder-Devnent It was on the 12th April, 
184<l,on the occasion of the inauguration of the new 
theatre in Dresden — Sempei’s splendid structure, 
long since a prey to the flames, which afterwards 
rose again from the ashes a renewed Phoenix. In 
an allegorical piologue by Theodor Hell I re- 
presented “ Love,” and Wilhelmme Schroder 

Romance ” 

I, m these words : 

“ Nelimt mich auf, ibr Buhnenraume, 

Nehmt micli auf in euren Scliooss I 
Alle susseii Jugendtraumo 
Pflege icli am Hcizen gross , 

Alle Bluten der Empfindung ^ 

Weeke ich mit mildem "Welin, 

Und m seliger Verbmdung 
Pei’re ich ihr Auferstehn 

And the conclusion : 


“ Und so lasst die Liebe walten 
Ewig nen, dock ewig gleicb ” 
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“ Eomance" introduces thepoefc, EmilDavnent 

‘ Ob Da ndcb Bonumte nenncat^ 

Die den £relen Anfechwung offnet 
Dnd die Bohmikcin nberflieget, 

Dia »a fftrenge Norm gojogen 
Oder Phantuie mich beiMeet, 

Die dero Kalton Glut und Wlurme, 

Dam Qefeteeltendie Freflieit, 

Und dem Todten Lclien leiliet— 

IDr gilt's gleiob kh bln diHelbe, 

Dnd der Zaknnfi feratle Tege 
'Wetden tmch noob eo meheate 
Boi dem ecbten Ihchtcr echeuen 1 

And bo-wthe spirited artiste contrived to give life 
and loftiness to these weak verses ' 

Soon after, Fmn TJngbor Sabatier, a Indy* and 
artiffte nnivereally admired and liked m Dresden, 
who appeared here with tho tenor singer, ilonani, 
in the summer of 3841, took leave of the stage for 
over Tor her last chnmcler but one she had un 
fortunately chosen Norma, Schroder Dovnont’s 
moat bnlliant part 

Tbo latter sat aioong tho spoctatorfl, and tho 
fnonds of the parting coUoaguo took it very ill of 
her tlmt under tho atorma of applause of tho 
audience sho alone remained apparently indifferent, 
and moved neither hand nor lip to ovpress I»or 
thnnkfl 

But 'Wilholromo Schroder was too conscientious 
an artiste and too honest and eincero in licr 
character Sho would linvo had to alrnm applause 
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on this evening, and that was repugnant to 
hier. I^rorma’s aging voice sounded harshly, and 
on several occasions did not suffice for the higher 
notes. It broke down. 

But that nothing was further from Wilhelmine 
Schroder than petty envy or jealousy the good 
people of Dresden were to learn on the last appear- 
ance of Frau Dngher-Sabatier in “ Belisario ” The 
greatest ovations had been prepared, and the whole 
evening the artiste was overwhelmed with applause, 
flowers, and poems, in her really grand dramatic 
impersonation; pretty carrier-pigeons fluttered on 
the stage, but Wilhelmine and I had prepared a 
greater act of homage still as a surprise for the 
parting artiste At the conclusion of the last act I 
stepped forward upon the stage, dressed as a muse, 
in a white-rosy garment, flowers in my hair, ad- 
dressing to her with much feeling some farewell 
verses, at the same time offering her flowers. 
Tears came into the singer’s eyes , then a melodi- 
ous voice called to her from the opposite side It 
was Wilhelmine, likewise dressed as a muse , she 
offered to her sis ter- artiste a full laurel-wreath, 
with heartfelt words Deeply affected, the parting 
songstress sank into the arms of her still more 
famous rival, and I heard her whisper, with sobs . 
“And that you— just you, should so nobly embel- 
lish my parting. . . . How happy that makes me 1” 

VOL. IV. 
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“ May I thus say fareireU to tlie stage, too, one 
day P was Wilbelmine a answer 

The house, taken by surprise, took the warmest 
and most demonstrative interest in this parting- 
scene , all were moved and enraptured Exultant 
obeera were now lavisbed both on the parting 
Sabatier and the generous SobrSder Devneut. I 
am at a loss to compare the dramatio-singer Wil- 
helmme Sohroder — with her absolutely demomacal 
passion and power that earned along everything with 
lb — to any other, artiste except her own mother, the 
most bnlliant tragedienne Sophie Schroder As the 
latter wished to be a man, to be able to play the 
part of the satanio •Eiohord III , so hor daughter 
Wished to bo a man, in order to sing and 
play the wild Don Juan ** Oh, and what would 
I make of this part? Do I not feel m mo 
the boiling of the real, wild, love mad blood of a 
Don Juan? And how would I turn tho heads of 
tho poor, pretty httio molds and wives, and moko 
them fall lu love with mo, one dozen after another? 
Boliovo me, children, such nn ingenious playing of a 
Don Juan, with all its thousand arts of bell, is a far 
higher enjoyment tlmu love's sure possession *' 

IVith this slio shook jn bocchonnlmn wildness her 
nch, foir tresses, and her eyes glistened with inner 
fire, and her white tcclh laughed — like Iloinos 
Frau Venus 
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As her mother, Wilhelmine, too, might saj — ■ 

“ Enthusiasm — passion, without which there can 
be no dramatic art I Yea, a passion that makes 
jou beat your head on the wall — a passion, even if 
accompanied by bread and water and a linen dress ; 
but, for goodness sake, let us have a passion ” 

This passion was her greatness — and her misfor- 
tune. The demons of wild passion exercised a 
stronger sway in her heart than in that of Sophie 
Schroder Therefore the daughter through her 
sweet, sweet love was to be far more wretched 
yet than her mother. During her whole life as a 
woman she always followed only the impulse of her 
unruly heart, and the whims of the moment 

"Wilhelmine Schroder, like her mother, never was 
without some great or small passion of the heart^ — 
or of her hot blood Beside the love that satisfies the 
heart, she allowed to the toying amour en passant 
likewise only too much free play Upon her pro- 
fessional tours amorous simpletons fell by dozens at 
her feet, and she had her choice in the picking up. 

Schroder-Devrient loved much in her life — 
perhaps more than any other theatrical beauty. 
But nevertheless, she stands morally, too, a great 
deal higher than most of the loving stage-heroines. 
Blinded by wild passion, she sometimes threw her- 
self away, perhaps , but she never sold herself and 
Tier love ! 
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The devotions of love were as indispensable to- 
iler existence as were those of art. Her hot, thirsty 
heart would otherwise have pined away "WTien 
senous friends entreated her not to rush wilfully 
to her mm, not to risk her character os woman so 
madly, endanger her health, her voice, and throw 
away her fortune, she would answer, with a sad 
Bimle — 

“Leave me just as I happen to be ‘"Were I 
sober minded I should not be called Tell I • No- 
body escapes from his fate, and nobody from his 
own heart heart is, perhaps, my curse but 
lb 15 also my happiness And I cannot make it 
other than what it just la The dear heavens them 
selves have stamped upon me a psychological con 
trust, and given mo upon my life s journey the 
Btmgglo of the demons m my heart In the hour 
of my birth (Gth Doa) a violent thunderstorm was 
raging Under thundering and lightning a furious 
snowstorm swept through the stroots of Ilamburg 
Is it roy fault, then, that for over lightning, storm 
and thunder reign tnumpbantly m my heart? And 
forbid the silkworm to spin I snvs Goethe Tns^o, 
and Ae has once deemed mo worthy of Ins hallowing 
kiss 

But dismal wallings found vent in her wildly 
agitated heart, and in her wTitings — snd laments over 
mistaken love — a mistaken life Thui she wntes — 

• QaoUtkm from SchlUer f ^Vilhelm Tell 
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” I was but 23 years old wbeu my first matri- 
mouial uuion was sevei ed , but eveu then I had 
already lost all the sweetness of youth, all illu- 
siouary fancies that embellish life. Even then I 
could say with perfect truth : I am a stranger 
everywhere * 

“ Oh, it is awful to have to roam about in this 
insipid, empty, commonplace world, one’s breast 
filled with warm, true, infinite feelings. . . . There 
IS a bill mug, hot spot just in the middle of my 
heart, from it goes out an unspeakable woe to im- 
part itself to my whole existence. . . . 

“ Canst thou not dissolve, mighty pain ? Not 
even tears * Then it surges and wallows in the 
deepest part of my heart — it burdens my breast 
like masses of rock, and no deliverance I Oh, my 
God 1 no life — that were best for me I I feel as if I 
should be relieved and better if I could bore a deep, 
deep wound into this poor heart I Then this feel- 
ing of oppression, this anxiety, would cease — air I 
-consolation 1 tears ! . . . 

“What demon often dwells in man that can 

/ 

neither be conquered nor banished I Weak, 
wretched nature — and yet no weak, miserable 
soul, a soul capable of all good and noble impulses. 

“ A true, genume artiste requires a heart, but a 
blessing it is not. If you knew what a curse it was 
to me 1 You stand with your hot heart so entirely 
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alone For who nnderstanda wnrunng himself by 
its &re and is not afraid of the danger of burning 
himself at it 

This poor, hot, wild heart consumed itself on its 
own fire I 

"When I came to Dresden, 'WTulhelmine ScbrSder s 
heart, her whole thought and being, were filled by a 
hot passion for a very handsome yonng officer in 
the Saxon army A single look had been dooisivo 
for both hearts "WhDe staying in an hotel of a 
small gamaon town in Saxony dunng a journey, 
the young artiste was on the point of leaving her 
apartment one evening, when, perohnnco, in the 
same moment the door opposite opened, and "Wilhol 
■min e stood face to face with a blooming man, 
much yonnger than sho, it woa a Lioutonnnt 
hL, the son of the first Minister of State in 
Saxony Thoy stand speechless 1 But how 
she looks at himl As Iho serpent docs at the 
little bird — with an entwining, engulfing, oloctnfy- • 
ing look! From her oyca flashes hob passion, 
already in high blaiing flame So thoy face 

each other — dumb, oyo to eye Tlion sho 

slowly retraces her stops, without taking her cj cs 
off him and ho follows her spell bound, stop 
for step, as tho bird docs Iho mngnotio look of the 
Eorpont 

This Licntonant may claim tho longest spoil 
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of Wilbelmme’s fidelity, namely, six years. He 
followed her to Dresden, and I have often met him 
in the house oE Ins mother, the widowed State 
Minister’s wife. His younger brother was my 
warmest admirer Wilhelmine Schroder was not 
received in this house. 

A marriage between the lovers was often spoken 
of. But the Minister’s widow peremptorily refused 
to consent to it, and for very good reasons. More- 
over, the lovers wanted the means that would 
enable them to resign their respective positions, 
and to live as circumstances then demanded 

And then a new passion — the wildest and most 
reckless of her life — flashed through her luckless, 
love-thirsty heart. . . She made the acquaintance 
of Lieutenant von Doring, and parted with her true 
and faithful friend M. Doring was generally known 
as a coarse, profligate roue, but in her love- 
paroxysm, which was an altogether incomprehens- 
ible one, she had neither head nor heart for any- 
thing except her lover. Everybody warned her 
against the wicked fellow, who spent her money in 
profligacy, and in the company of his brother- 
officers paraded the love-mama of the aging woman 
— she listened to nobody except her own wild 
heart. 

At that time (1842) there hved m Dresden the 
Countess Ida Hahn-Hahn, together with her lover. 
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Herr von Biatram Her Faustine ’ had juafc been 
published, and everybody spoke in raptarons terms 
of this ■wondrous novel In certain ©sthetio oirolee 
a perfect “ Faustine ’worship ” was earned on, 
as if this was not at the same time a worship 
of free love Hid not Faustine, with surprising 

facility break troth to, and the heart of, two men 
whom she at first loved "With idohsing affection, just 
as yon would break a stick of barley-sugar ? 

Then, one day, Wilhelmine asked me nght off- 
hand ‘ Court-lady, do you, too, find that I bear 
such a great resemblance to Countess Hahn Hahn^s 
Faustine ? People here pesort that I have sat os a 
model for the character of this heroine * 

Beolly, I was a httlo puiilcd at this bold quos 
tiOD, and the still greater boldness of tho good 
people who reminded "WilUolmiDe to her face of her 
wrecked raatrimomal union with Karl Dovnont,and 
her hot, wild heart and its many mad romances 
“■Well, why arc you thus stanng at mo, os if I 
V ere Don Juan’s ‘ guest of stone ? * I myself find 
that I bear some rcaomblanco to Faustine ” 

“Yes, certainly You nro liko her — beautiful, 
enchanting, have golden looks, arc witty, a pro- 
digious singer ” 

“Court lady — paragon of a Court-lady I ” she 
inlcmiptcd mo impatiently — “you do not want to 
understand mo Ko, no, the rcaomblanco lies in 
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■the cliaracter, m the nabiu’e of Fausfcine — and, as 
far as it goes, pretty much in the fate too. May it 
not be proved that a Countess Hahn-Hahn has so 
brilliantly depicted me ! ” 

“ You, too, Brutus, in the spell of this literary 
siren ? ” said I, noiv laughing heartily. ‘‘ How, in the 
world, did Countess Hahn-Hahn ever succeed thus 
in infatuating and confusing the commonsense and 
the honest heart of a TVilhelmme Schroder? Would 
jou not eventually even enter a convent in order to 
finish your portrait ot Pauline ? Nonsense, Wilhel- 
mine I You a Paustine ? You have a genuine 
waim human heart in your breast, capable of the 
sincerest and most self-denying love, and Countess 
Hahn-Hahn and her Faustine in their turn only 
carry in their cashmere-bosom love caprices and 
whims. Countess Ida and her heroines boast of a 
‘ prodigious soul,’ but which must be terribly 
^empty, for how could otherwise so much insipidity, 
artificiality, and idiocy strut about in it? Wilhel- 
^nine Schroder has proved by her art-creations, by 
her Fidelio, her Norma, and Yestal, that she is a 
great strong soul. Faustine breaks troth to her 
unfortunate husband, with the handsome Andlau, 
^nd when her husband fires at them with a 
pistol, she flies with the wounded lover to Italy. 
After a. conjugal happiness of seven years, when 
Andlau is away on a journey of some months’ dura- 
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taon, the charming Fauetme hastened to let Count 
Mengen fill up the immense emptiness of her im- 
mense heart, although she asserts that she loves 
her Andlau still, nay, idolizes him But 
nevertheless, she discharges him in a letter, 
renouncing her love for him Fortunately, 
Andlau returns, in order to bnng Countess 
Fanstine Mengen — in spite pf all still loved by him 
—his affectionate greeting and pardon, and then to 
die happily in her arms That is the cue for 

Fauatine — to abandon her adored husband, her son 
whom she loves intensely, to enter a cloister re- 
pentant, and after pmying singing, and organ 
playing dnnng eighteen months to ascend as 
a saint direct into the seventh henvon Has 
Wilhelmine Schroder the misoroblo heart and the 
immense soul, la she possessed of the immonso 
emptiness necessary to make three beloved men 
unhappy, with perfect consoiousnesa, from pure 
capneo and vulgar selfishness, in order to be able 
afterwards to play for a time liio part of tlio ro 
pontant in the cloister with the most rofincwl stngo 
tnokcry ? Yos, then yon are the onginnl of 
Faustino ** 

“ Court-lady, you arc quite fire and flame I ” 
and ^Vilholmino hold out hor two hands to rao m 
her hearty way *' Yes you aro ni,ht ^fy wild 
heart has often earned away my bettor self into 
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•Wildernesses and abysses , but for a dear man 
whom I loved thoroughly with all ray heart, I 
would leave my life before I would betray and rum 
him ” 

And yet when I read years afterwards, after 
■Wilhelmine’s death, in my loneliness, the fragments 
of the diary of my old sister-artiste, published by 
Klaire von Glumer, I was quite startled by a 
Eaustme-trait m these pages “ Bveiy where we are 
met by the complaint about the emptiness of the 
heart and its loneliness, the horror of being alone, 
the lonffinff after another loving heart that might 

o o o o 

fill this emptiness, quench this everlasting thirst for 
love ” 

The following may be found on one of those pages : 

“ When overwhelmed by applause, I returned 
home all burning with delight in my art, I was 
alone f And I had not a soul who understood me 
and rejoiced with me ^ I feel a sort of fear and 
misgiving ! Would that I had a living creature 
about me, a faithful dog, any creature which was 
devoted to me ! How I yearn for a sincere ex- - 
change of thoughts — but so alone ! And to write 
what agitates my heart I cannot. Here the warm 
living word from mouth to mouth is lacking, and 
where the word suffices no longer, the look into an 
eye which penetrates into the depth of our soul. 

It IS a hard privation to have to wander through 
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Jife 80 uncomprelieaded. To-day I acted aa 

sponsor to a child of the labourer Lorenz, and have 
Been haman misery in its moat lamentable form 
God, how IS it possible that man can live thus ? 

And yet who knows if the poor woman npon the 
straw IS not happier than I upon my silken pfllows ? 
She has her husband, who nurses, supports, and 
watches her , she has her children What is left to 
me? 

“ Why can I not acoastom myself to be alone m 
this life, as it IS my lot to be ? Cruel fate I Thou 
hast given me a heart full of gentle feelmgs, a 
soul which only feels that one waDt to bo under- 
stood and loved — and just that I have to want I 
have nobody lu this wide world, and I feel my lono- 
Imcss more and more pamfally— feel bow my heart 
bleeds, how in its anxious yearnings for the nn 
attainable it wastes away, and how my whole inner 
harmony is disturbed by lU I am absent-minded, 
thoughtless, impatient, pcoTish I would fnin rush 
out into wind and storm ns far ns my strength 
would carry mo — if possible, to die, for it is a sad, 
bitter destiny to bo nlono m the world I *’ 

And in this anxious horror of being alone — in 
4 ho over more burning thirst to bo loved, tho more 
tho time of love, her spnog of life, faded — tho 
unhappy ono foil into tho hands of that terrible 
Ddnng With the onguish of despair and tho 
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horror of desolate abandonment she clung to his 
frivolous declarations of love. . . . She did not 
wish to see clear. She did not want to awaken out 
of this delirious love-dream I She would not believe* 
those of her friends who daily brought for her new 
proofs of Donng’s unworthiness ^ . With the 

whole ardour of her wildest imagination, and with 
her ever busy “ heart of invention,” which grew up- 
with her, she ever belied herself anew, and con- 
vulsively worked herself into the most torturing 
love-delirium. 

He who heard her sing at that time — • 

“ Gluck okne Ruk’ 

Liebe bist du 1 

might have an idea how this poor luckless heart 
of a woman — tormented by reckless passions — 
suffered — “ staggering from desire to lust — and in 
lust dying with desire ” f 

Her outward appearance also participated in this 
restless haste. She rushed from one starring tour- 
into another — almost without joy m the art she had 
once so highly valued — to obtain new intoxicating 
triumphs . . . and new ghttering lusty gold, . 

For Donng required much, very much gold to 
indulge his noble passions — and he never hesitated ^ 
to accept it from his mistress and — to demand it 
"W hat bhnd love-paroxysm the poor woman, who' 

* Happy witkout rest — that is love blest, 
t Quotation from Goethe’s Faust 
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was now almost forty indulged in, her letters testify, 
winch were partly published after her death I sliall 
only quote a few oharactenstio passages about her 
relations with iWnng 

“ Dantzig, May 134S I felt clearly that I stood 

at a turning pomt of my life, bat what shape 
fate IS to take m the nearest future I do not yet see 
quite clearly Only do not talk to me of peace, 
there is none for me in this world I must away — 
away without stopping and whatever comes in 
ray way I carry away with me "WTiethor the stream 
of my life lead to a preoipioe, or may ultimately 
lose Itself quietly m the sandy plain of triteness — 
who can tell ? Now I hasten on with mv soro 
bosom from effort to effort, from oxoitomont to 
ojcitemont, from tnumpb to tnumph, and every 
step leads, God be thanked, nearer to the grave I 
have everything, and tbo world onvjos mo, and yot 
lia\ 0 I never more ardently longed for death than 
just now ’ 

** Kiinigsborg, Juno, 18 W I fear that your 

prayer to God to grant nt last peace to my heart will 
not bo fulfilled until this heart shall entirely ccaso to 
bent , for alas, I see more and inoro that I am 
hunting after phantoms, never shall reach what I 
am stnMng after, and so shall always remain iin 
satisfied Therefore, dear fnend, the sooner this 
restless heart ceases to beat, the sooner in} hottcji* 
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Avisli Will be realized . . Life lies heavy, yea, 
lieavy upon me, and my soul sti ives violently to free 
itself from the disagreeable prison ” 

“Zuiich, September, 1843 I should think 

that it was not an altogether mistaken aim of life to 
help to lighten the existence of the best, most 
lovable, and amiable man who is not particularly 
favoured by fortune, instead of withdrawing from 
him the hand he has seized full of assurance and 
confidence. Anxious care for my own future will 
now make me all the less renounce him, because he 
IS unhappy and has no friend but me in this world. 
I shall only act according to his will, and only his 
will can sever me from him. Hithei to I have in all 
my actions followed the advice of others, and not 
seldom I have had cause to rue that 1 did not follow 
my own way. But this time I am firmly resolved to 
act as independently as possible, and merely to 
submit to the will of that one in whose hand, after 
full deliberation, I have placed my lot.” 

“ Nurnberg, June, 1846 . . . Nothing -vyiH shake 
my resolution to devote my whole life, with all its 
noblest faculties, only to him Do not call me 
eccentric, dear friend , thus it will, and cannot be 
changed I am given back to life and art, and now 
go to meet, with new vigour, with revived courao-e 

all the plagues which may yet be in store for me till 
n,utumn.” 
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On tbe 29tb August, 1847, ‘Wilbelmine Scliroder- 
Bovneut -was pnvately marned to Ddnng at Klein- 
Zflchooher, near Leipzig — m spite of the ■warnings and 
prayers of her fnends 

Shortly before the wedding the deluded ono 
received another such warning letter The Buko 
of Coburg -wrote — 

" The news that your relations with Herr von 
DSnng do not merely ooutinne, but are oven to bo 
consummated m wedlock, has filled mo with the 
profouudest terror You must know that this 
DSring has been depicted to me long ago, and on 
all Bides, ofl the most despicable man, os a man 
whoso sole object is to proy npon yon and who 
besides boasts of tho luxury ho Carnes on w ith tho 
money taken from you Tho latter fact is said to Imvo 
even induced his comrades several times to deliberate 
whether it was compatible with their lionour to 
continue to servo with him I repeat how exceed- 
ingly gnoved I am to Imio to tell you bo painful a 
thing , but also repeat that, as your true friend, I 
durst not conceal a liat I have said ' 

■\Vith what feelings must tho unhappy woman 
hove stopped to tho altar? 

In such a desperate, scornful, cart nothing mood 
she Imd, shortlj before tho mamnge, signed, w uhout 
reading it, tho inariingo contract druwn up b> 
Donug, 
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Their marriage trip consisted of a new profes- 
sional tour to hunt up gold, more gold, ever more 
gold, for her lord and master could never get 
enough of this metal to spend in extravagance. 
And now, having the marriage contract in his posses- 
sion, he assumed a more and more regardless — nay, 
brutal conduct towards the woman who had sacrificed 
all to him I 

On the 29th December, 1847 — exactly four 
months after her wedding-day — upon her tour to 
St, Petersburg, Wilhelmme sang in Riga the part of 
Romeo for the last time. If any one had told her 
that evening, when she was overwhelmed with laurels 
and applause * “ You are taking your leave with this 
from the stage once and for all — you will never 
again tread the boards of your glory and your 
highest earthly happiness * ” 

On they went to Dorpat. . . . "What there 
happened between the husband and wife we do not 
know, but it must have been something dreadful. 

. . . Even Wilhelmme only ventures to hint at it : 
“Suddenly Doring threw away his mask, and before 
me stood — a devil incarnate. ... I was crushed, 
undone, a beggar, sick to death in body and soul, 
and without hope ever to be able again to rise from 
my wretchedness . With an insulting scorn 
this “ devil incarnate ” pointed to the contract of 
marriage, in which the spouse had made over to him 

TOL. IV. 





162 


Mmroins of kafounf baver 


everything’* that which she actually possessed and 
ever might possess, nay even the half of her Dresden 
annuity 

"With this contract of mamage in hia possession, 
D6rmg hastened back to Saxony and took possession 
of the belongings of hia wife She took legal stops 
to procure a divorce from him at Berlin, How much 
she sufierod appears m a letter dated — Berlin, July 
It runs thus — 

“ I am dead for this world, I must 
confirm what yon fear I have grown dumb — and for 
ever — and what you hope will not be fulfilled, for I 
shall neither appear aa blood thirsty Lndy Sheboth 
nor os avenging Medea, and even if the magio 
power of the latter woro actually at my command, I 
should make no use of it, for my Jason is not worthy 
of pursuit! I was and am unbappv beyond ovprcs- 
Bion, and the awful events which discharged them 
solves over my head, like a heavy thunderstorm, 
during the post six months have caused suoh a com 
plcto ruin, both within and without, that o\ on on that 
ground thoro never can bo any question again of my 
nppennng m full vigour once more Jfy soul Is 
wounded to the death, and the slightest toucli causet 
it paiD I have not sung any more these six months, 
and I can scarcely bear to hear singing 

“ I am wretched and sick — hntjicci Tlioroop 

dt ymfc I received through the death of in) daughter, 
who died m my arms m Uonovtr, on the CfindMo/ 
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“ For tbe last three months I have been living here 
in noisj Berlin, all alone, secluded and totally 
forsaken. I ivantcd to await hc5re the end of the 
lawsuit against Herr von Doring, but this proves so 
proti acted that I probabl}'' shall not live to see its 
termination. . . . My pecuniary situation enforces 
upon me the stiictest economy, as Herr von Doring 
has claimed all I called my own. Grod only knows 
whither fate may yet cast me, but what about me ?” 

Doring gave his consent to a divorce only after 
receiving payment of a considerable sum which Wil- 
helmme’s friends raised for her. At the end of 1848 
she was free — but broken down for life. 

The awful desolation of her soul — the unnatural 
fermenting state of mind and heart, the confused 
impulse to stupefy herself through deeds, and her 
old tormenting horror of being alone — led the for- 
saken wife and the wrecked artiste, who could never 
hope again to win laurels upon the stage, in a wild 
frenzy into the arms of the Devolution. . . . And 
she never in any place, or at any time, concealed 
lier revolutionary sympathies 

Late in the autumn of the wild year 1848, she had 
returned to Dresden — as annuitant of the Court 
Theatre What a sad return to the places from 
which her brilliant fame as artiste had spread into 
all lands, a quarter of a century before I Where she 
had tasted the spring-time of hfe even to the last 
blossom ! And now everything faded and gone 1 
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everything that which she aotnally possessed and 
ever might possess, nay even the half of her Dresden 
annuity 

With this contract of znamage m his possession, 
DSnng hastened book to Saxony and took possession 
of the belongmgs of hia wife She took legal steps 
to procure a divorce from him at Berlin. How much 
she suffered appears m a letter dated — Berlin, July 
It runs thus — 

“ I am dead for this woild I must 

confirm what yon fear I ha^ o grown dumb — and for 
ever — and what yon hope will not bo fnlfiUod, for I 
shall neither appear as blood-thirsty Lady Macbeth, 
nor as avenging Medea, and even if the magic 
power of the latter were actuallv at my command, I 
should make no use of it, for my Jason is not worthy 
of pursuit 1 I was and am unhappy beyond expres- 
sion, and tho awful ovents which disoliargud them 
solves over my head, Iiko a heavy thundcrslonn, 
during the past six months, have caused such a com 
ploto ruin, both within and without, that oven on that 
ground there never can bonny question again of my 
appearing in full vigour onco more if) soul is 
wounded to tho death, and tho slightest touch causes 
It pam I hare not sung ony more these six months, 
and I can scarcely bear to bear singing 

“ lam wn.tchodnnd sick — hutjitrl Tlioreup 

dc grace I received through tho death of my 
who died m my arms m Ilanovcr, on tho 22od 3!oy 
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“ ‘ jlSro ! My grief for the murdered friend I bear 
in the depth of my heart — but, Baron,’ WilhelmmS 
said, kindling up, ‘ should you ever be hung up by 
the people on the first lamp-post they come to, as 
you have honestly deserved, I shall exhibit my 
sympathy by a burning red ribbon on the neck ! ’ 
Thus saying, she left the dumfoundered Ambas- 
sador. 

“ These words Herr von Budberg never forgave 
her — and Frau "WilhelDiine von Bock has had to 
suffer for it heavily.” 

Also in the May revolt of the following year that 
took place m Dresden, Wilhelmme Schroder, who 
had returned but the day before from Pans, is said 
to have taken a part, along with Richard Wagner 
and Gottfried Semper, in haranguing the people, and 
urging them on to erect barricades 

But, deeply affected by the contrast between the 
blooming, laughing spring all around on the banks 
of the Elbe, and the rmging of the tocsin and all the 
terrors of devastation and bloody death in the town, 
once so flourishing and joyous, now dedicated to 
destruction, she hastened on to BerJm. 

Fanny Lewald, a friend with whom she was con- 
nected by revolutionary sympathies, and who en- 
couraged her to devote herself to dramatic recita- 
tions, received the following reply, accompanied by 
a sad shake of the head . — 

“ I can do nothing without music I Music is the 
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A few days after it had become known thatEobert 
Blum had been executed in the Bngittenau by Viennoy 
on 9th November, "Wilhelmine Schrdder walked over 
the Brilhl terrace with Emat Benedikt Kietz, a 
painter, and mtimate friend of hers Thu is the 
same artist who painted the magnificent crayon 
which representa the great singer in profile, a fur 
dolman over her bare shoulders The picture was 
lost years ago, dunng the burning of the beautiful 
Dresden Theatre, for whose artist’s gallery it was 
pointed — along with the glonous marble bust of the 
artiste which Eietaohel hud executed for the play 
house m 1839 , also the costumodrawings which 
wero to mark my artistic career wore lost on tho 
same occasion 

hly fnend Kietx has related to mo afterwards at 
tho lake of Zilnoh tho following scono — 

Wilhclmmo Sohrddor had already compromised 
herself by many a bold revolutionary word, and 
openly acknowledged herself a domoernt She was 
very intimnto with Eobert Blum IHs death Imd 
filled her with deep affliction, but also witli bitter 
rcaontment Sho had just -xontod her wrath to 
Kicti At that luoroont tho Eusamu Amlnawlor, 
Baron Budberg, nccoatcd her, and said with n ear 
castjc smile — 

“‘Beautiful darnel Touwear on jour iirct a 
black \ cl\ ct nbhon Is that to cxprc^'i ^ our nfllx 
tion at Iho death of tho bamcado-horo Blum ?* 
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flower thirstetli for the sud, so she thirsted for the 
air of her G-ertnan fatherland, and German homaofo 

The following summer she was back to Germany. 
. . . Then she was arrested in Dresden owing to her 
participation in the May revolt, but set free on find- 
ing caution The inquiry, however, was quashed by 
the King’s mercy a few months after Kow the 
Russian Ambassador likewise remembered the scene 
between himself and Robert Blum’s friend, on the 
Bruhl terrace — and the consequence was that Krau 
von Bock was expelled from Russia on account of 
her revolutionary sentiments. 

After many fruitless efforts and great pecuniary 
sacrifices, Herr von Bock succeeded at last in having 
this decree of banishment revoked In the spring 
of 1864 Wilhelmine was allowed to prepare for her 
return journey to Livonia. In a parting letter sho 
says — 

“ . . . I shall now shortly return to a country to 
which I, according to my whole nature, shall ever 
remain a stranger, into which nothing calls me back 
but a sacred duty and veneration for the best and 
noblest of men. I descend into an open grave, and 
as the Russian toll-bar sinks down behind me, so also 
for me sinks and vanishes everything that otherwise 
may embellish a life. Art and poetry, intercourse 
with men from whose rich knowledge one may draw 
refreshment, industry, and great historical events 
— all those remain on the other side of the toll-bar. 
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element -which liquefies toy powers and sets them m 
motion And if I were to try ifc, if I wanted to play 
the parts of my mother, I would appear to myself a 
wretched copier, for the parts which my mother 
played cannot be given in any other way than hors, 
and I must act 1 work 1 myself produce I More- 
orer, you forget that there are situations in which it 
IB absolutely forbidden to fail Where should I try 
what I can do ? And if it failed ? I, Schrddor 
De-ment, may sufier shipwreck in my life, that 
only concerns myself — on tho stage I dare not 
shipwreck ” 

Then it almost seemed as if that poor, much 
agitated heart, with its many demons, was yet dcs 
tined to enjoy rest Ilerr ron Bock, a landed pro* 
pnetor in Livonia and afterwards ‘Land marshal," 
n highly accomplished virtuoso and a man of noble 
character, whoso acquaintance Wilbclmino hod made 
in Pans had tho courage to offer to this woman with 
tho evil reputation, and tho inotloypast life, and tho 
wild heart hifl hand, his wealth, and his pure name 
Tho maiTiago took place id Gotha, m tho spnng of 
1850 

Frau von Bock was ommated by tho bwt mten 
tions to bo a faithful companion and an nnxioos 
housowifo to her husband — **a noble, gifttxl man, 
full of tender lovo and caro for me *’ Sho followed 
him to hiB citato in Livonia— bat her resile^' heart 
did not enduro this soUtudo for a year 
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This was rendered worse bj the restless, distress- 
ing gnawing of yam thoughts at the heart spoilt by 
“triumphs. In the distant Germany you are already 
forgotten as artiste ! Here, in the wilderness, you 
are buried alive I 

Who could better realize Wilhelmine’s feelings than 
I, who suffered the same gnawing torment for fuUy 
a quarter of a century among the lonely Swiss moun- 
tains till my name revived in my “ Stage Reminis- 
cences,” and Karohne Bauer once more became a 
celebrated artiste in Germany I 

This fear of being forgotten is heard plaintively in 
one of Wilhelmine’s letters to a distant friend, dated 
1855 — 

“ . . . Who in Germany ti cables about the 
.Schroder-Devnent at present ? . . . Last winter I 
often sat with a bleeding heart in the theatre (in 
Berlin) . . . Was it not shown then ? How then 
can it be that not a trace has been transmitted 
of wliat I could defend before the assembled Olym- 
« pus. The audience who saw and heard me too, 
cheered and clamoured more than they ever did to 
me. Then a quiet tear would roll down my cheeks, 
^nd sighing, I exclaimed . ‘ Nonsense, thou pre- 
vailest, and I must succumb ! There is, per- 
haps, no more painful feeling extant than that of 
having hved in vain I But is not the whole world a 
^reat Bedlam at the present time ? Wherever one 
* Quotation from Scliiller’s “ Jungfrau von Orleans ” 
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But I Bhall find tliere a home, order, and rest, at 
least outward rest, and live by the side of a man who 
IS to me a faithful and loving fnend. I shall not be 
alone in the wilderness which await® me, I have the 
faithful fnend, the beloved husband, and^ — myself’* 
But she deceived herself She, who in the most 
animated, artistio and erotio bfe, in the surging 
flooiality of Dresden, and upon her exultant tri- 
umphant wondenngs from stage to stage, was tor- 
mented by the horrorof being alone — howcouldaho 
have found repose in the eolitudo of Russia P 
And thus she laments anew, after having hardly 
settled m Russia, in her letters to Germany — 

** I cannot live where my ‘ grand * docs not 
keep m tune, you know that I am half dead if I 
cannot produce a sound from my throat. Add to this 
a winter of eight months duration I 

“ Dunng tbo first time of my sojourn m 
my now homo, I was much occupied in bringing light, 
order, and cleanliness into tho chaos that surrounded 
mo, as far as this indeed 13 possible hero, and at least 
to give to tho apartment I inhabit a touch of poesy, 
without which I find it altogether impossible to live, 
but which was attended by endhss diHicuUics, for 
hero all is prose, naked, bare prose m its most un 
lovely form An irroprcaaiblo fooling of dis- 

comfort has taken possession of mo hero an 
uneasiness which lies upon my mind like n dark 
cloud. ” 
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by its joyous acclamations it often made to forget 
the thorns.” 

Then, in the midst of this nervous struggle for 
new life and new triumphs, death, death in its 
most awful form, knocked at this poor restless, 
passionate human heart. 

As late as the 6th March, 1859, Wilhelmme 
Schroder sang pubhcly at a concert in Leipzig — 
with broken vigour — her swan’s song Then she 
sank down upon a long couch of pain . . . never to 
rise again. 

She suffered terribly ; but yet she would not die 
All the demons of the heart awoke once more upon 
this death-bed, and clung with desperation to life, 
and to — alas ! its so hotly cherished wreaths of joy 
and crowns of fame. . . . Besides, her fear of being 
forgotten rekindles again and again I Its trembling 
accents may even to-day be felt in a letter, one of 
her last — 

. . . “ How sad IS the fate of the mime 1 W e are 
able to influence chiefly the mass, but are unable to 
imprint deeper traces than light sand would receive 
— a gentle breeze blows over it, and all is effaced 
— forgotten. The blood of my heart I have sung 
away to them — and now ? . . .” 

Bran TJngher- Sabatier, to whom Wilhelmme and I 
once handed the last parting wreaths on the Dresden 
stage, visited the dying sister-actress, and afterwards- 
related most affectingly how distressfully she had 
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looks a cancatnre has stepped into tke place of 
divine reason Tratk and natoxalness have dis- 
appeared, especially from the representing art, and 
the only aim hunted after la — a fall parse, indifferent 
03 to the means by ivhioh it is filled For the greater 
number of the artistes of the present are hypoontes 
on the stage as well as off it — and where there is no 
truth in life there is none in art either * 

In this old horror of sobtude, and in this now fear 
of obhvion, "Wilhelraine, who was fifty two by this 
time, had no pence on the nob Livonian baronial 
estate, till in April, 1850, she had snng in the Berlin 
** Sing Akadoraie, ’ from Scliubort s “ Brlkonig,” 
'*Rastlose Liobe ’ and ** Ich grotto nicht ” — with a 
voice that was almost extmot, hut with the old firo 
of feeling and the vigoar of her dramatic delivery 
—and till she hod won now tnnmpbs as interpreter 
of songs Dunng the following two years she 
sang repeatedly in concerts m Borlio, Dresden, and 
Leipzig Nay, she was propanng to appear on 
the stage again in Wcimnr, and then, like Sontag • 
Bossi, to win in a tnumphal tour laurels and gold 
m America She also wanted to wnto the story 
of her life “ It is 3 U 8 t tho old story, over whicli 
one 8 very heart will break Tho world Itas only 
seen tho roses upon my path of life, but know not 
how thoir thorns haro tom my flesh Iloworer, I 
am nnnous that my German fatherland should 
know from what pains tho nrtisto doiclopoJ, whom 
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presents to the poor, and in the heartiest, most 
pleasant manner. She knitted all the year over, 
during hau’-dressing operations, to provide for this 
Christmas. 

When her eldest son Wilhelm — to-day a farmer 
m Livonia — was being brought up in an Institute 
in Diesden, he durst not come to his mother’s 
Ohiistmas-tree without bringing some poor children 
with him whom he himself had picked up, and 
giving them of his own gifts — “for the boy is early 
to accustom himself to remember the poor I ’’ said his 
mother. 

And how often has Wilhelmme Schroder-Devrient 
sung in the concerts and benefit-performances of 
poor artistes, not even fearing a costly and fatiguing 
journey to effect her purpose — to secure for her 
needy colleagues a good house by means of her name 

The whole of her Romeo-fee in Berlin, 25 
Lrd d’or, she sent to the sufferers by fire in a village 
near Weimar. 

She had purchased a new “ grand,” and advertised 
her other instrument for sale. Thereupon a shabbily 
dressed young man came into her house, and was 
about to go away at once when he had learned from 
the chamber-maid the price, and whose it was.- 
But at least he would play a single tune upon the 
instrument that had so often accompanied Schroder- 
Devrient m her singing • — he could not resist that 
temptation. The maid had told him that there was 
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struggled and mnnnnred against death — a picture 
of horror, hke djmg Qneen Elizabeth in Steuben’s 
■picture 

And yet the couch of agony of the dying artiste 
■was not "Without a friendly angel — the consciousness 
not only of having gladdened many human hearts 
through her god inspired art, but also of haring 
dried many anxious, bitter tears in the eyes of 
poverty and wretchedness 

Wilhelmine SohrOder was beneficent in the 
grandest sense Her humane heart never, m 
Bpite of many a hitter expenenco, grerr tired of 
mitigating human distress In this respect, too, 
she was the worthy image of her mother 
Hero on her death bed boforo her grave clones, I 
would relate some traits of her deep lovo for her 
fellow creatures Postenty will then judge more 
leniently this poor, weak human heart which so 
often erred and stumbled 

"With tho poor m Dresden tbo “dear, good'* 
Mdme Schroder Dovnent was a groat fa^ou^te— 
and perhaps tho most popular lady m tho town 
Nobody in nil Dresden was so often asked to bo 
sponsor and always sho canio horsulf, oven into 
tho most wretched hut to hold tho child at tho 
font, to provide a cheerful christening feist, and to 
establish order and cleanliness ns far as aho coaid 
At Clinstmns there was always great joy in her 
-dwclhng near tho Tlientcrplatr, then sho gavo 
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For a dancer wlio liacl broken a Ici^ slic boucflifc a 
circiilatitig library to support liimself with. 

At Elgoisbiirgj in Thunngia, wlioie she took the 
•\^aicls, she used to converse w itli an old woman who 
herded the geese; her she ftnmsiied with a warm 
cloak, Avriting at tlie same tunc “ It is true the 
woman is said to be ^\lthont monds or manners; 
but a qm la fuvic that these people are thus ? For 
all that, you cannot allow them to starve or die of 
exposure ; wc must do for tliem what we can ” 

To //i/sAVillielmmc Schioder-Fcvrient old Tiedge, 
the author of “ Urania,” who spout tbe evening of 
his life m Dresdeu, dedicated the following atoning 
words — 

“ llocli Tom Rulim empor getngen 
Slialilt Hem Karn’ im G!ai)/e dicsci Welt, 

Was Du ihust 111 slillcrn Tagen, 

Das \uid 111 cm Rcclmimgsbiich getiagea, 

Das cm Engel dort in^cwci haltl” 

This angel has kissed the last breath from her 
dying lips. After long and dreadful sufferings she 
died gently at Koburg on 26th January, 1860. 

At her grave there was sung, at her request : 
“ Bs ist bestimmt in Gottes Rath 1 ” und “ Em’ 
feste Burg ist unser Gott I ” 

But even m the eaith this restless heart was not 
at once to find rest, because in her written papers, 
left behind, the wish was expressed that she would 
like to repose m Dresden earth ! Herr von Bock 
caused the cofiin to be exhumed, and to be interred 
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nobody la the room And so he grew absorbed in 
lus playing upon the beautiful instrament, and poured 
out hia young, warm heart in musical sounds, tdl 
TVilhelmine, in her most bewitching amiability stood 
smiling behind him, calling out Bravo/ She bad 
soon overcome his shyness, and his life and hoart 
lay open before her She knew he was poor, and 
that he could not think of spending so much 
money for a piano, but that its possession would 
make him the happiest of mortals 

She dismissed him affably, and next day sent 
him the instrument, desiring him to accept it as a 
souvenir of Schroder Dovnent who know no higher 
joy than to cause joy to others 

"When a matter of fact friend of hors reproached 
her for this now extravagance m thus failing to 
pro\ido for her old ago, slio said, with a mild, 
-almost intlancholy arado — 

‘ These few dollars are, in tins case, not at all worth 
considering — that is an affair of tho licarU But 
you ha^o no idea of how ono feels who is to part 
for c\ or from such a silent companion 1 Before this 
instrument I have for joars poured out nil my 
joy and all iny pain , and long since 1 felt pam at 
tho thought of huMug to give up iny old confidant 
into tho hands of the Grit indifferent comer for vile 
money Isow I am heartily glnd to have found 
for it a homo with a good fellow who lovti and 
knows how to treat it I ** 
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Januaiy, 1855, tired of the struggle for existence, 
with his* daughter in his arms, sought and found 
deliverance in the Starnberg lake. 

Mj authority, the Hungarian Kertbeng, writes 
thus concerning WilhelmiUe’s appearance in Pesth — 
. I remember the end of an act in whicb 
the Hevrient as Fidelio uttered that famous heart- 
rending cry, and then, still trembling all over her 
body, rushed into the wings, that a circle of 
enthusiasts who awaited her there were applauding 
even more madly than the audience in the pit. The 
great artiste was panting, and threw herself upon a 
chair in the dressing-room, whilst all those admirers 
were standing around her singing her praises. 
Suddenly she jumped up, seized one of the most 
loquacious by the collar and cried violently : ‘Has 
my representation really pleased you as much as 
you are at pains to assure me ? Y ery well ; but I 

have been told that beside this art-criticism, you, 
Doctor, are very much concerned also about criti- 
cizing my private life I Ah, my most respected sir, 
do place one of your so very moral citizen- wives, for 
whom I have the greatest respect, out there upon the 
stage, and let one of these calm, sedate dames sing 
and play Fidelio as I did. When I am to represent 
a passion I must have one too, for only that can 
carry you away which you feel yourself. . . . ’ ” 

Ho, without the unfettered demons of the heart, 
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in the Tnmtatxs-cemetery m Dresden, where the- 
grave was adorned with a gramte-columfi, upon 
which IS inscribed — 

■WrtHrLMntB tox Boer 
Bqurodeii Devuiext 

At these two graves at lliinchon and at Dresden 
the wild demons that raged so funoosly through 
the living heart of mother and daughter grow 
dumb 

But the question forces itself upon us whether 
Sophie and ‘Wilhelraino Schrddor would havo 
become such great, unique, heart-moving artistes of 
the stage fmdiout these demons of hottest passions 
in their hearts ? 

Hardly I A word about this by Sophie Schrtidcr I 
havo roforrod to before I hero repeat it — 

“"Wo are to roproscot to you upon the stage 
passions in thoir grand reality Why do ^ou chide 
UB if wo ourselves foci them ? '* 

A similar word by 'WiUjclroino Schroder an eye 
and car witness has presoned for us TIio artiste 
was fulGlUng an engagomont lo Pcstb, under the fron 
tied enthusiasm of the hot bloodcil Magyars She 
always appeared witli a brilliant Buito of admirer^* 
among whom Count Kolomnn Alnjlutli was rcgnrdt‘<I 
as the favounto he was the son of the unfortunate 
Count Johann 'Majiath (the fnond ami biognphir 
of my famous collcnguc, Sophie ilflllcr), who in 
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Frii until \on UrcnxRiT? =< 

J^ini nnicu von Ui cnxitiT/ wns among the most gifted 
and FtriMiig 3 oung cliainalisis of tlie da^’’ at Berlin 
— one of 111}' warmest admireis, till Iliad offended 
Ins omoui-propic as a poet b}' m3" excessive fond- 
ness for laughing. 

UechtriU was a supernumerary “Referendar” 
at the Berlin tiibunal, a disciple of the romantic 
school of Ticck, which expected great things from 
him. ^yhon onl3" tw'o-and-tw"onty 3"ears old Uech- 
liitz had w'litten thice very promising dramas: 
“ Chr3"sostomos,” “ Rom und Spartacus,” and 
“ Rom und Otto III.” He then belonged to the 
highly-mtellectual, exuberant circle of Berlin 
authors that gathered in the old club ” around 
Heme, bizarre drastic Grabbe, talented Kochly, and 
the satirical Ludwig Robert over a glass of punch ; 
or in the evemng in Lutter and Wegners “ Wem- 
stube” (tavern) around the wme-lovmg Ludwig 

* The story of this young; diamatist is introduced here os con- 
nected to a certain extent with Karohne Bauer’s last appearance 
-on the Berlin stage 
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Boptue and Willielmmo SobrSder vroald naver have 
become such great, niuqae, heart-moving arbstoa 
aa they -were, Btanding out nnrrvalled in the annals 
o£ the German stage , but certainly they are happier 
•women viho -would make others happy 1 




CHAPTER V. 


Pm niJCH \ov Ui cnTi:iT7 =<- 

I'lni nincu yon Ui cutjiit/ was among the most gifted 
and stnving }Oung diamatis(s of the da}’’ at Berlin 
— one of my warmest admirers, till Iliad offended 
his avioin ‘jirojn c as a poet by my excessive fond- 
ness for laughing. 

Ucchtnl/i was a supernumerary “ Refereudar ” 
at the Jierlin tribunal, a disciple of the romantic 
school of Ticck, which expected great things from 
him When only tw'o-and-tw’enty years old Uech- 
tiitz had written three very promising dramas: 
“ Chrysostoinos,” “ Rom und Spartacus,” and 
“ Rom und Otto III.” He then belonged to the 
highly-intellectual, exuberant circle of Berlin 
authors that gathered in the old club ” around 
Heme, bizarre drastic Crabbe, talented Kochly, and 
the satirical Ludwig Robert over a glass of punch ; 
or in the evemng in Lutter and Wegners “ Wem- 
stube” (tavern) around the wme-lovmg Ludwig 

* The story of this young dramatist is introduced here as con- 
nected to a certain extent with Karolino Bauer’s last appearance 
^n the Berlin stage. 
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Bevnenfc, who would at times, when animated by a 
few bottles of Burgundy or champagne, treat the 
ezcited guests to a performance of the diabolical 
Bichard HI. and Goethe’s Mephisto, which the 
broken-down artiste was no longer allowed to piny 
on the stage 

My dear god father, Oourt-actor "Wilhelm 
Krhger, had introduced young Baron TJechtnU 
at our house He was juat then busy writing his 
new comedy “ Alexander und Danas,’ which ho 
and biB followers expected would meet with tre- 
mendous success 

One day KrOgor invited mo to tnko part in a 
pnvate reading of the new tmgedy by TJeohtnt* 
This reading was to test the play before 
Dechtnts presented it to the Intondanco But 
it was added that Tcichinnnn, the secretary of 
the theatre, Count BrQhls nght hand, had rend 
the tragedy already with much gratification, nod 
would also assist at Iho proposed rehearsal The 
poet, who was, as was well known, dreadfully 
sraitton by mo, would, ns a matter of course, assign 
a fine part to mo in the porfominnco of tho piece 
I, together wUh my mother, put in an npp^'ar 
ftijco at gossip Krilgers house that evening in luph 
BpintB and without any suspicion I tlicro found 
tho author, Icmbl) excited, tho scentary of tl^ 
theatre, Johann Valentin Teichrannn— ^chuti uh 
KomOdicn or Spuck SchuU (comedy or apiltias 
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Scbulz) — a certain Dr. Wilke, an arl-asstlietic — and 
tlie much -dreaded critic Saphir, w’bo wrote favour*^ 
ably for the Royal stage at that moment because bo 
was paid for it. 

Sapliir bad aruved in Berlin soon after me, in 
the fall of 1824, after having been expelled from 
Austria by Sedluitzky, the chief of the Vienna 
police and censoisbip, by Metternieb’s command. 
The following pun was among bis literary sins ; bo 
wrote : “ Yesterday a slater fell off the roof of tbo 
Hofburg. Never yet anything has come so quickly 
oli the offices of the Hofburg ! ” 

Ho was almost unknown when be came to Berlin. 
For shortly before, the Stuttgart Morgenblatt, 
in criticising the “ Poetiscbe Erstlmge,” by M. G-. 
Sapbu’, wrote: “Sapbir? Well, whether the name 
be fictitious or true, it suits the man. Although, 
still neither cut nor set, and though no bright- 
sparkling diamond or dark-flaming ruby, it is a 
precious stone nevertheless.” 

The name Saphir is said to have the following 
peculiar origin. His grandfather, a Hungarian Jew, 
was called by the name of Israel-Israel. When the 
Emperor Joseph commanded that the Jews who 
dwelt in Austria should adopt a fixed surname, old 
Israel, too, was cited to appear before the Sheriff 
for that purpose. But he could not make up his 
mind as to a strange name. Then the Sheriff said 
to him, in a dictatorial way: “Thou wearest on 
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thy finger a nng -with a Bappbire stone, thou ahalt 
be called Saphirl ” 

The grandson of this first Saphir, Monts Gottlieb,, 
■vras intended for the Jewish ministry He ehgnged 
m Talmudic studies till he was nmeteen, when a 
Roman Catholio pneet had his attention directed to 
the highly intelhgent youth, and gave him secular 
books and literary inatruotion 

** From this hour,*’ Saphir himself writes after 
wards, “ I gradually abandoned the study of the 
Talmud. I saw the synagogue less frequently^ 
and in its disputations I took but a lukewarm 
interest. I had plucked the first little npplo from 
the tree of knowlodgo , Iho paradiBo of life slaromod 
the door after me, a voice from paradise called after 
me ‘ Thou shalt bo an author, in sorrow thou 
shalt bnng forth children I * ** 

So this young nameless author of 29 years came 
to Berlin to try his fortune with tho pen At first 
ho placed this pen at tho disposal of tho managers 
of the KOnigstadt Thoalro, and ns romunorntion ho 
demanded tho means to enable him to launch n 
critical journal This offer was proudly refused, 
■which was bitterly roponlod nftonrnrds Saphir, 
■without much ado, wont over to tho Royal camp, and 
I, tho moat popular of tho Kunigatadt actors, foil tho 
first victim to his wicked, sharp-pointcd pen 

’When I was performing m Vienna in May, 1839, 
Saphir related his first literary porformanco fn hl< 
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‘‘Humorist” with the frankness peculiar to him, 
and in these words .* “ About this time of uni- 
versal theatre-worship, I came to Berlin, and at 
once saw the great tiling would be — to speah about 
theatres, to write about the theatre if you want to 
he heard At that time I was a perfect stranger in 
Berlin, a tyro in this great theatrical epidemic ; I 
knew no paper that desired to have my critical 
notices, and yet a theatrical criticism alone could 
pave for mo the way to public recognition. 

“ So I paid a visit to the Boyal and the -Konig- 
stadt theatres, and wrote a criticism about ]\Idino. 
Stich (now Hreliiiger) and Mdlle Bauer. These 
notices I carried to the office of the “ Spenersche 
Zeitung,” inquiring if they could be accepted. 
The man who sat there took the criticism out of my 
hands and counted the lines. I stood there quite 
astonished, for I thought the man estimated its 
value by the number of hues. But I was soon to bo 
undeceived. The man, turning to me, phlegma- 
tically said: ‘Eight thalers 15 Silbergroschen ’ 
(25s 6d) 

“ How, I thought this sum would be given me as 

a fee for my trouble ; but no, I was to pay it for 

insertion I Frightful moment I Never shall I forget 

thee 1 Bight thalers exceeded the half of my whole 

fortune, including ‘ my estates in la Provence ’ at 

that time I And nevertheless the welfare of 

Germany depended on this criticism as I thought 

^ ^ 
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" I smiled and paid What I felt at that moment, 
more over the paying than the smiling, that, dear 
reader, yon are not capable of feehng if you never 
■were in a position to be the oxclastve possessor 
of 18 thalers and to spend eight of them for tho 
pnnting of a cnticnsm 

“ The cntioam appeared in the “ Sponorscho 
Zeitung,’* in the so-called “ blotting paper,” with 
the palest ink upon the blackest paper, and imme- 
diately below there stood, as was customary with 
all notices on art and litoraturo of that ponod, tho ^ 
advertisement that at Wisotxky s there was to bo 
good roast duck as also a dock-chase;. I road tho 
criticism with mnch plcaanro, not without moDtally 
calonlating how much of tho matter announced 
below I might have enjoyed had I not ■written tho 
» notice above 1 

” When the cntioism appeared, it was ns if an 
earthquake had shaken Berlin, everything was in 
commotion Tho reader will not and cannot 
behove it, and only ho who know tho rogo for tho 
theatre that was then prevailing in Berlin, which, 
indeed, almost amounted to fronry, will not find it 
exaggerated I wont to Stohely’s, a cafd near the 
Qensdarmen markt, to hear what was being said 
about it. I found c^c^ythlng in forraontaltoHi and 
n * Rcfcrcndar * (young jurist) said to his neigh- 
bour, * Ho must bo a perfect devil that/ which tbo 
otlicr acknowledged with a suitable remark ami simle 
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“ It should be known that in this criticism I had 
displayed my latent talent in two directions : the 
melting, sky -bluish, perfume-piegnant, and flower- 
entwined art of praise, and also the punning, wit- 
overcharged, motley and checkered art of fault- 
finding, larded with antitheses and oddities. I 
exhibited, at the same time, the ciitical Jean qid rit 
and Jean quijjleui e, the voice of Jacob with the hands 
of Esau 1 The rest would be out of place here; 
-thus it was Mdlle. Bauer who, so to say, first intro- 
'duced me into the northern critical academy.” 

Of course, Saphir had displayed the second side 
of his latent talent towards me that time Later, 
when once I belonged to the royal stage, he also dis- 
played the first side to me, and by-and-bye we be- 
came very good friends. 

Thus he wrote as early as in the beginning of 
1826 about my Pauline von Thalheim in the 
Testament des Onkels, the only notice by Saphir 
I have kept, and which I shall here quote as a 
specimen of this critical punster’s style ; it appeared 
in his “ Schnellpost,” which had been founded shortly 
before — 

“ . . . I cannot help distributing to Mdlle. Bauer 
jnuch praise for her representation of Pauline; 
-there was so much natural truth with true nature, 
-SO much heartiness and grace in her acting, that she 
moved everybody and earned one away to applause. 
Mdlle. Bauer may draw this lesson from it, how 
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muoli ate gams by a reasonable modorataon of her* 
native vivacity Indisputably, tbe bat vrbioh, so to 
say, fettered the play of her bands, contributed' 
greatly to this By oironmspection, she is sure to- 
acquire more and more of systematio life, 'wbiob is 
the true of art. To-day, I am certain, she, as 
Paubne, does not rank mnob below the Paulino so 
much oned up, and that turns so many beads I ” 
Afterwards Saphir published in bis muob road 
theatrical alninnao for the year 1828 my coloured 
portrait ns Knroline in the operetta Dio NnchU 
wandlenn,*’ by Knrl Blnm, adapted from Sonbo 
It 13 of course natural in a man liko Saphir that, 
for my sake, ho would not omit any malicious wit 
of his pen Ho could only stroke or Bomteh 
I saw tho strange man and poet first, and very 
often afterwards, at tho house of my collengncs, tho 
TTolEfa, who wore for too politic not to lire on terras 
of fncndsbip with this dangerous pen 

Saphir, perhaps, had tho ugliest face I over saw 
IVith hi5 long crushed m noso, his projecting lower 
jaw, his sensual mouth nroand winch plnyod almost 
perpetually a diabolicsil smile, he looked m his shira- 
monng spectAclcs like a faun 

Others hare called him tho man ape Thus 
Ludwig Robert wntes about him — 

“Saphir, this postillion of the 'mail* (SohnclU 
post), ever nding tho most eupcrCcml tin«rl wit, 
belongs to tho genus of ground fleas or leaf hev 
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wlio eafc each other. . . . The fellow’s character 
corresponds with his appearance ; he is an imitating^ 
mahcions, hanghty, conceited ape.” 

And on every occasion Saphir himself made sport 
of his nghness.' In a short attempt to write his- 
memoirs he says — 

‘‘In my childhood and youth I had the good 
fortune to he a welcome guest everywhere, and es- 
pecially did I enjoy the favour of the fair sex. 
That it was not my beauty, neither my Roman nose 
nor my rosy mouth, that worked this wonder you 
may believe. What was it then ? It was my 
merriment, gayness, and nonchalance, combined 
with a perfectly discernible good-naturedness, 
which never fails to produce a favourable effect ! ” 

But his high, tall, really elegant and distingue 
figure also contributed greatly to Saphir’s surprising 
successes wuth the fair sex — and as for the 
theatrical dames, the fear of his pen and the court- 
ing of his favour were additional factors. Thus- 
in Yienna he was the lover of the talented Therese 
Rrones, and afterwards of Mane Grordon-Kalafati. 
He was father of Mane Gordon, who became known 
afterwards by the name of “Max Stem ” 

With that wit peculiar to him, which does not 
spare his own self, Saphir said of himself : “ I and 
Mary Stuart have been much loved and much 
hated ; she was hated much because she was beautf- 
ful ; thank God, I have not been hated for that I ” 
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Another comparison mth Mary Stuart was true 
Saphir was likewise better than his reputation I He 
was good natured, friendly, and obliging if this did 
not oblige him to snppress one of hia mahoious 
puns He was helpful and hospitable when he was 
possessed of some thalers or golden himself 

At Brst Saphir was the life-giving element in 
Berlin at social and artiste festivals, till on the let 
January, 1820, there appeared his “ Sohnellpost 
fUr Litemlur, Theater, nnd Qeselligkeit sammt einem 
Beiwagon fdr KnUfc nnd Antikntik ” (Mad for 
literature, theatre, nnd conviviality, together with an 
extra conch for cnticism and anti-cntioum) with the 
motto “ To merit, its laurel wreath , to pretcnoo of 
mont. Its crown of thorns , seventy to the finished, 
indulgence to the upspnnging, appreciation to 
modesty, contempt to oonoeit 1 " It was, no doubt, 
this motto chiefly wbioh at first secured for tho 
“ Sohnellpost " the interest nnd support of mon 
like Hegel, Qnns, and Wilibnld Aloiis, Tho journal 
had yet a second motto "Just enter Mo boldly 
nnd quickly, though tho road may bo rough 
enough 1 ” on which young Mosoholes at that timo 
wrote a canon for four voices, whioh I, too, have 
helped to sing 

Tho "Scbncllpoat” burst like a bomb-shell into 
the harmless Berlin Mo, which was guarded by tho 
ifevcrcst censorship, with its never before dreamt-of 
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laughers oa its side. Saphir was particularly strong 
in puns, wliicli Jean Paul calls the “ acoustic wit.” 

Even Friedricli Wilhelm III., who was usually so 
earnest and strict, was among the most zealous 
readers of the “ Schnellpost.” With his never- 
tiring interest in all the little matters in the 
theatrical world, his first demand when rising in 
the morning was the “ Schnellpost,” so that Prince 
Wittgenstein induced Saphir to have his 3ournal 
published an hour earlier still. A Royal lackey 
stood waiting in the printing-office to receive the 
first number printed on vellum for His Majesty. 
By order of the King the censorship had to wink at 
the writings of the “ Schnellpost,” that its wit and 
interest might not suffer under the “red crayon,’^ 
just as afterwards, under the succeeding monarch, a 
similar exceptional position was allowed to the 
“ Kladderadatsch.”"^ Only when Saphir fell foul of 
the general favourite, Hennette Sontag, the King 
raised his forefinger warningly or even threateningly. 

Saphir’ s prudent tactics were these • to reserve 
the best arrows of his fatal wit for the noblest 
game. Only by a paper war against celebrities, 
his pen, his “ Schnellpost,” ' and he himself could 
become celebrated likewise. And where could 
he have found nobler game to chase than the 
beautiful Hennette and the whole Sontag mama of 
the then Berlin ? 


* The German Punch. 
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Another comparison -with Mary Stnart was tme 
Saphir was likewise better than his reputafaon I He 
was good natnred, friendly, and obliging, if this did 
not oblige him to suppress one of his mahoious 
puns He was helpful and hospitable when he was 
possessed of some thalers or guidon himself 

At first Saphir was the life-giving element in 
Berlin at somal and artiste festivals, till on the Ist 
January, 182G, there appeared his “ Sohnellpost 
fUr Literntur, Theater, and Geselhgkoit sammt emem 
Beiwagen fur Kntik nnd Antikntik ” (Mail for 
literature, theatre, end conviTiality, together with an 
extra coach for cnticism and nntKnticism) with the 
motto “ To merit, its laurel wreath , to pretence of 
merit, Its crown of thorns , seventy to the finished, 
indnlgonce to the upspnnging, npprooiation to 
modesty, contempt to conceit I” It was, no doubt, 
this motto chiefly which at first secured for tfao 
" Sohnellpost ” the interest nnd support of men 
like Hegel, Gnns, and V ! ihbald Alexis. The journal 
had yet a second motto ‘‘Jnst enter life boldly 
and quickly, though the road may bo rough 
^inough 1 " on which young Mosoholos at that time 
wrote a canon for four voices, which I, too, have 
helped to sing 

The “Sohnellpost” burst like a bomb-shell into 
-the harmless Berlin life, which was guarded by tho 
dovcrcsl censorship, with its never beforo drenmt-of 
witty, satincal regardlcssncss whioh always had tho 
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laughers on its side. Saphir was particularly strong 
in punSj whicli Jean Paul calls the “ acoustic wit.” 

Even Priedrich Wilhelm III., who was usually so 
earnest and strict, was among the most zealous 
readers of the “ Schnellpost.” With his never- 
tiring interest in all the little matters m the 
theatrical world, his first demand when rising in 
the morning was the “ Schnellpost,” so that Prince 
Wittgenstein induced Saphir to have his journal 
published an hour earlier still. A Royal lackey 
stood waiting in the printing-office to receive the 
first number printed on vellum for His Majesty. 
By order of the King the censorship had to wink at 
the writings of the “ Schnellpost,” that its wit and 
interest might not su-ffer under the “red crayon,” 
just as afterwards, under the succeeding monarch, a 
similar exceptional position was allowed to the 
“ Kladderadatsch Only when Saphir fell foul of 
the' general favourite, Henriette Sontag, the King 
raised his forefinger warmngly or even threateningly. 

Saphir’s prudent tactics were these : to reserve 
the best arrows of his fatal wit for the noblest 
game. Only by a paper war against celebrities, 
his pen, his “ Schnellpost,” and he himself could 
become celebrated likewise. And where could 
he have found nobler game to chase than the 
beautiful Henriette and the whole Sontag mania of 
the then Berlin ? 


* The German Panch 
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Joflt two Bpecimens of how Saphir indulged in 
small wit at Sontag's expense, or quibbled at Sontag 
Once he printed an overflowing sonnet on the 
celebrated artiste Hennotte, dehghted that her 
most cruel enemy had at last changed into a fnend, 
thanked the author in a friendly letter Only now, 
Saphir made known along with the letter that the 
sonnet was an acrostic I Eagerly the first letters 
were put together They produced the word 
** TTngeheure Ironie** (prodigious irony) 

"Worse, nay vile and low, was another joke or 
quibble at Sontag's expense. When for the first 
time she took her leave of the Konigstadt ** and 
Berhn in order to go to Pans, when she was over- 
whelmed with flowers and poems on the stage, when 
Karl von Holtoi alone flung down from the ** gods ** 
upon her and the excitedly cheering audience six 
•different poems of homage, pnnted on coloured 
tissue paper, then Saphir mingled in this onthu 
Biosm and among these poetical offosions of homage 
scattered a fluttenng leaf, quite in his favourite 
Sontag stylo — an outrageous sonnet on a notorious 
chorus singer of the KOnigstadt 

Well, then there were found m Berlin honoumblo 
men stiU who cut the frivolous quibblcr at once 
NoxttoIIcnnolto Sontng hlllo Iiouis Angcly, for 
over growling, tho ludcfatigablo manufacturer of 
farces, translator from tho French, and droll comio 




FRIEDRICH VON UECHTRITZ 


191 


:actor of the “ Kbmgstadt,” had most to suffer from 
Saphir’s pen. 

When Saphir was warned that AngeJy was pre- 
jDanng for fight, as David did against Goliath, the 
“ postillion of the mail ” answered, drily, with refer- 
'Once to Angely’s tiny little figure : “Oh, I have 
^ilready ordered high-top boots, the thrust of the dear 
little fellow won’t go through them, and higher up he 
does not reach ! ” Well, this wicked quibbler, who 
was nevertheless so merry, overflowing with droll 
ideas which made you laugh against your will, sat, 
in the beginning of 1826, beside me at the tea table 
of gossip Kruger, waiting for the grand tragical 
reading of “ Alexander und Darius.” 

On my other side sat the very reverse of Saphir, 
Johann Yalentin Teichmann, the highly respectable 
and honourable ' Private Secretary to the Board of 
the Eoyal Theatres at Berlin ” He was then 35 
years old. A letter by Zelter will give us an idea 
of his appearance. 

Young Teichmann, descending from a modest 
damily of the Berlin middle-class, from early youth 
^ -cherished great enthusiasm for the theatre, for the 
stage of a Pleck, an Iffland, and an Dnzelmann- 
Bethmann. The struggle for existence bound him 
fast to the chambers of the Berlin law courts from 
his 15th year. But the thought, “Also in thee 
there is concealed an Iffland, a Pleck, a Pius 
Alexander Wolff,” pursued him day and night. 
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When, in 1811, "Wolfl performed m Berlin, and 
m March of 1816, together with his wife, went 
from "Weimar to the Berlin stage, young Teiohmann 
became the warmest admirer of the talented repre- 
senter of men He went to "Wolff, opened to him 
hifl theatro-inepired heart, ond recited something to 
him, and Wolff recommended him to his master, 
Goethe, in Weimar, oa a papd for the stage, Toich- 
mann wrote to Goethe to that end in November, 
1816, but received the following answer on 
December 3rd — ■ 

** I am always very much ohagrmod if I cannot 
prove helpful, in the development of thoir talents, 
to young people who place confidonco in mo, and yot 
I am often obliged to have, novortholess, to doclino 
snob requests Oar theatre has a strong oast at the 
present time, and I have not loft leisure enough to bo 
able to devote my attention conlmnously to younger 
mombors I reluctantly inform you of IIub, but 
yot promptly, os you desire it bo I hope that 
you will BOO your wishes realised m aomo way 
(Signed) GonrnL ' 

For all that, Goctho made inquiries about this 
candidate for the stage from Ins friend Zcitor, who 
was hifl Berlin agent for everything Zeltcr 
reported thus — 

“loung Tcichni'inn is of middle stature, 2t 
years old, fair, hu^ blut, somewhat dim eyes, and 
IS not badly made I don t quite hko lus wall , and 
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liis manner of speaking also you will have to 
improve. Bis mouth and forehead are not bad, 
but the latter is better than the former. Broad 
upper teeth, grown straight, but have a bad 
colour.” 

Meanwhile Teichmann had expressed his desire 
to enter the stage also to the Berlin theatrical 
intendant. Count Bruhl, and had been engaged by 
the latter to be his private secretary and librarian. 
Soon after Bruhl gave his protege the post of secretary 
to the Theatre Board, and here Teichmann, with his 
active interest in the histrionic art and his great sense 
of dut}’’, was the right man m the right place. Only 
in his zeal as the “ri^ht hand of the intendant- 
general ” he went, perhaps, sometimes a little too far. 
He was, for example, not altogether free from blame 
as regarded many of the sins committed and matters 
left undone by the management, as well as regarded 
the much -regretted retirement of the art-enthusiast 
Count Biuhl. 

But alas 1 his teeth “ have a bad colour I ” How 
many dozens of tooth-brushes and boxes of tooth- 
powder did good Teichmann receive anonymously 
every Christmas, and on the occasion of his birth- 
days, from the high-bred aristocrat, Count Bruhl, and 
also from us actresses who had to su:ffer his sparkhno* 
oratorical effusions ? But without effect. Even the 

VOL. IV. 
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gods moBtly struggle m vmn against the negleote of 
early edncatioD • 

Next at the round table tras “ KomSdion Sohak/* 
(Oomedy-Sohulz),tlie most remarkable theatre-fancier 
■whom I ever met with danng my whole long stage 
career He, being an eocentno, was among the 
befit-known of the town characters of Berlin The 
very appearance of the old bachelor — he was about 
65 years old — was most striking, owmg to an 
almost incredible neglect of his person and dress. 
He always looked as if he had been dropped oat of 
ODO of the old clothes shops on tb© “ MQhleadomon ** 
His second nick name, known over all Berlin, was 
** Spuck Schulz” (spittiug Schulz), because the hasto 
with which he spoke caused a slight shower of saliva, 

Fncdnch Schulz was to have studied law in hia 
far-off youth, but ho bad tnkou much more *to 
the theatre, of which be was passionately fond, than 
to the corpus ) uns iloximilmDO Dobbclin, Ilonnotta 
Boxanius, and Fnedenko Hniolmann w ore his adored 
goddesses , Flock, Ifllaud, and TJnzolmann his gods 
Ho felt perfectly wretched when ho was sent as 
“ Boforondnr ” to Brandenburg, and was unable 
to revel night after night in the Berlin Tlicatro Ho 
thought ho would die if bo was not allowed to dnvo 
from Brandenburg to Berlin to visit the theatre at 
least once a wixsk, a journey which tlicn occupied 

• An of Scbnifm ‘^Mil dff Dammlrttl 

Ikiapfca Ooiwr itlUl wytUni** 
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three days. If a specially interesting piece was 
expected our Refercndar would add, perhaps, even 
a fourth or hfth day on his own authority, till the 
gentlemen of the Brandenburg law court declared 
■that they had no use for Refercndar Briedrich 
Schulz, who spent more than the half of his time in 
Berlin, and less than the half at the Conrtin Branden- 
burg, whei'e he was doing nothing either. Thus the 
lemoval of F. Schulz, Esq , was demanded. 

Fortunately the useless Referendar had in Berlin 
an influential college friend m the person of Fried- 
rich August von Stagemann, well-known as poet, 
and afterwards as statesman. He was able to fulfil 
theurgent requestof an early friend, and so Friedrich 
Schulz was transferred to the Berlin High Court of 
Justice (Kammergericht) ! But here his passion for 
the theatre gave him less time still to occupy him- 
self with law cases Then Stagemann made a last 
attempt to save his friend from rum. He took him 
as supernumerary into the Ministerial offices, and 
employed him under his own eyes. In vain I 
Schulz, instead of reading law records in the office, 
read comedies, and wrote, instead of juridical 
reports, theatrical notices As “highly remark- 
able for incapacity” Friedrich Schulz was dismissed, 
but received a small pension on the recommendation 
of Stagemann and by the King’s grace. 

Who was happier than “ Comedy-Schulz I ” He 
.could now devote his whole time and his free pen to^-' 
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the theatre -withoat bem^j oouatatitly BDubbed by hi3 
Bupenorfl, and without suffering pangs of conscience 
He became the theatrical ontio of Speners journal 
(the *‘SpenerBoheZeitung**),and found favour even 
before Gloethe. In his bttlo essay, “ Die Berliner 
Dramaturgeu,” the Grand Master of "Weimar spoke 
highly of this ontio oa having a most produotivo 
and cultivated mmd, and an incormptible fairness, 
coupled with the most charming humour I 

Oomedy Sohnlz was tho moat ardent admirer of 
Triedenke Unzelmann Bethmann Sho took a 
motherly interest in tho unpractical bachelor Ho 
was never forgotten under hor Obnstmna tree, and 
always there found for himself that picoo of wear 
mg apparel or Imou which ho just stood most bitterly 
m need of Nor did ho tnko it ill when the charm- 
ing “fairy child*’ made him the butt of her some 
times rather coarse ontioiems 

For example, onoo during tho carnirnl season tho 
coni craation turned upon the approaching masked 
ball m tho opera house Comedy Schulz also 
wanted to go Uiort, and asked Mdmo Bethmann s 
advice as to what costume ho should choose so that 
tho Bcrlinf’ra would not rocogni'io him, tho tini 
^c^eal]y known character 

Then Ins fnond answered with one of her 
irrcsisliblo merry laughs ainarily — 

“ Dtar Schulz, put on clean linen, and nobodj in 
Berlin will know you ” 




CHAPTER yi. 

OUT AISTD ABOUT. 


’MAGDEBITRa HeINRICH BeTHMANTI BlINEE GABRIEIil ” 

A Veritable Triumph — Hanover — The Duke ajo) 
Duchess of Cambridge — Elbe — Florence — Prague — ■ 
Sabine Heinefetter — Her Origin, Training, and 
History — Dresden — The Heinefetters Again — 
KIathinka Heinefetter — Her Beauty and her 
Successful debut in Paris as a Singer — Her amours 
— A Tragedy — Disgrace and Death — Madness — 
M-ankheim — Karlsruhe — Count Luxburg and his 
Beautiful Countess — An Emperor’s Mistress — How 
Many Husbands ‘P — The Dowager Grand Duchess 
Stephanie of Baden and hlr Three Lovely 
Daughters — Theodor Doring — Julius von Goler — 
ResumS of a Successful Tour — Prince Jerome 
Hapoleon — A Summer Retreat at Schinznaoh — ■ 
Theodore de la Rive — Karoline Appears as an 
Amateur — A Declaration of Love — A Painful 
Refusal. 

J WAS expected m Magdeburg for a senes of per- 
formances with much longing. I was to help good 
old theatrical manager Heinrich Bethmann out of 
his everlasting debts. 

It was Bethmann who discovered me ten years 
before in Karlsruhe, and brought me to the Konig- 
stadt Theatre. His career had been a very downward 
one since. His time of successes had gone to the 
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grave mth his celebrated epouBe, tbe great Tnodenke- 
TTMelmann Betlimaun The Berlin Court actor had 
chauged into a wandering theatre director, who 
had constantly to struggle with hunger and sorrow 
But for all that he was a genuine, real, plain, 
wandering comedian from the old romantic time of 
the German stage, about which Ludwig Tieck was 
still BO euthuBiastio Often not a penny in his 
pocket, not a whole coat on his back, the newest 
theatre bill and a hundred golden hopes in Ins head, 
Eoinnch Bethmann had been wandering through 
the German lands for years I scarcely ever mot m 
my comedian wanderings a more faithful and more 
ort-inspircd thoatro manager, and I always ci- 
pononced the greatest delight to bo able to ** float ** 
Bethmann once more bv mv Blnmng performances 

In December, 1834, I ployed my best rChs m 
Jfagdobnrg on twelve ovonings, each time boforo 
crowded houses. My highest triumph I achiovod ns 
**Bhndo Gabnelo ** 

In the second act, the blind girl goes to a side door, 
calhng out to the old servant Ambros to lead her 
Ho docs not answor,and Gabnelo, with outslrotchod, 
groping arms, slops cautiously across the stage 
Then her fingers come m contact with somebody 
*'AhI there yon nro already, Ambros Guo mo 
your hand ^ But scarcely Irnd sUo touched 
this band, when somellung hl^o an clectno cum nt 
goes through her whole body, her ngid. dmd oyt^ 
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open still further, her bosom heaves, and she stops 
breathing . . . ISTo, it is not old Ambros — but hovrP 
What if her beloved Ernest had returned from the 
far country and was standing before her ? 

In Gabriele’s mien — nay, even in her empty eyes, 
in the stooping, trembling form, in the quiver of 
her groping fingers, and in the tone of her hesitating 
voice, the heavy struggle of heart and soul, so full 
of contrasts, is to be reflected : between the happi- 
ness of expectation and the fear of disappointment. 

. . . “ For pity’s sake ! if you are not Ernest, do 
not answer I ” Then, after a pause of strained 
listening, the whole power of blissful love breaks^ 
forth in the sweet, child-like tone of hope : Ernest, 
is — it you ? ” 

Then from the pit comes the sound of a clear, 
eager boy’s voice crying, with evident joy, up to 
me : Tes, yes, it is he — it is Ernest I ” 

What a thrilling effect that had upon me ! Large 
tears burst from my eyes, and, without waiting for 
Ernest’s confirmation, I sank sobbing on his breast. 
Behind the scenes Bethmann squeezed my hand 
with a moist eye, saying : “ You have played and 
conquered to-day — like my lamented Fnedenke.” 
That was the highest praise from the mouth of the 
old comedian, 

A 

After that I played once more in Magdeburo-, 
in the following January with the most satisfactory 
success ; even in a pecumary sense. My share of the 
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profits (one-tliird) amounted per r6U from 100 to 160 
thalers, and many a tune after that I followed 
Bethmonn a cry for help to Maffdebnrg, Halle, and 
Lauohstadt. 

Leaving Magdeburg towards the end of the same 
month in 1835, I proceeded to Hanover, where I 
appeared on eight different nights ns Donna Diana, 
Jnlia, Kathchen von Heilbronn, Goldschnued’s 
T6chterlein, eto. , here I played for the first time 
with the talented young ohoraoter actor, Khrl 
Grunert. Frans von Holbein, the former hnsband 
of the Countess Liohtenou, the composer of my 
grateful rile Fndohn, and the same who adapted 
Kiithchon von Heilbronn for the stage, was a 
prudent and practical thontncal manager, but 
slippery like an col, false, proud of hia noblo 
descent, and possessed of an impertinent confidenco 
ns to his 6UCCC3S03 with the fair box, whilst hia 
spouse, a divorced Mod Artour, whoso maiden name 
was Qohnng, despite her somewhat alarming years, 
would chiefly still play tho parts of youthful lovora, 
so that I was not received in Hanover with over 
much courtesy by tho wife of director von Holboin 
I received 80 thalers per role 

Tho Duke and Duchess of Cainbndgc, who wore 
then residing in Hanover, paid mo many encourag- 
ing compliments regarding iny acting hut tho other 
artistes and theaudieiiceputon fashionable, rcsorred 
airs (copying genumo Old I ngland), which used to 
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-amuse me very much at the table hole in the British 
H6tel It was then regarded as a mark of ill-breed- 
ing to laugh heartily in the theatre, even in the 
merriest scene ; so that, having returned from there 
to my old Bethmann, I exclaimed to him, jubilantly : 

Thank Grod that I am once more with unsophisti- 
cated comedians, and a public that is not ashamed 
of its harmless hilarity.” 

^ ^ ^ * 

By the month of March I had returned to 
lieautiful, cheerful Elbe-Florence, for a decisive 
senes of performances, I appeared as Donna Diana, 
Blinde Gabriele, Junge Bathe, Goldschmied’s Toch- 
terlein, Kathchen von Heilbronn, in “ Schule der 
Alten,” “ Menschenhass und Reue,” and in the 
“ Hagestolzen ” This was followed up by the test- 
part for tragic characters “ Mane Stuart,” which 
1 had studied with Tieck after the traditions of 
Briederike Bethmann The dramaturg (Tieck) 
was very much pleased with my performance; the 
people of Dresden made me happy with applause; 
and, accordingly, after the performance of “ Mane 
Stuart,” I signed, with a joyful heart, a contract 
for four years, with 2,000 thalers as salary and 
.200 thalers wardrobe money. Rococo and male 
attire were furnished to me by the management. 

But, meanwhile, I hastened on to Prague, where 
I had agreed to play at the theatre under the 
management of director Stoger for fifteen even- 
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mgs In April I amved m the many-towered city*. 
Comfortable apartments had been reserved for na 
in the Sohwarae “ BrOsseL* Of course, my first 
buBinesa vras to exnmme the theatre bill ‘ Komeo 
and Juliet,* opera, by Bellmn Eomeo Mdlle Sabino 
Homefetteir, pnma donna at the Italian Opera of 
Pans ” That ^ras too enticing I bad made Sabine 
Heinefetter’s acquaintance m Berlin os early as 
1827, had admired and become fond of her when 
she — Operatic singer to the Court of the Pnnee 
Elector of Hessen Kassol” — achieved tnumphs on 
the Berlin stage, though Hennette Sontag was 
smging in Berlin at the same time I quioUjr 
dressed, and wo wore able to witness the perform 
once of tho second act from the box of the director 

A lovely Borneo ! Tho well made, lofty, and yet 
soft forms of a youth with noblo oiprcssivo foaturos, 
eloquent eyes glowing with love, fire, and truth, in tho 
plastic aebng and highly dramatic singing, a voico 
of tho purest racial — so I found Snbmo Hcinofottor, 
after a lapse of eight years, more beautiful, more 
perfect in her singing, upon tho boards before me, 
filed by tho jubilant applause of tho music loving 
Praguers 

I was so glad that tho Tlcinofcttcrs likowiso re- 
sided m the ** Schwarzo BO'se), ’ the old, rtnowned, 
resort of travelling actors Next day my mother and 
I called upon my ammble Bistcr-nrtislo Sabinu was 
also in tho comimny of her mother, a good old dame, 
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Simple and of comfortable middle-class appearance, 
and very loquacious m her ]\rainz accent. Her 
round rosy face was ever quite resplendent with her 
daughter’s sun of fame and happiness. Her second 
’daughter, Clara, was starring m Yicnnaas “ Julia,” 
“La Dame Blanche “Alice” in “Robert the Devil,” 
&:c. ; and the youngest, Kathinka, I saw now for 
the first time in Prague. Sabine was thirty, 
Hathmka only fifteen years. If Sabine resembled a 
Juno Ludovisi, Kathinka reminded one of a Hebe 
by Can ova. A charming child ! Blooming like the 
Goddess of Spring, light and graceful like winged 
Psyche, cheerful like a sunbeam, and happy like a 
child of the sun, she hovered around us and sang 
snatches of sprightly songs with her lovely silvery 
voice. At the same time her light-brown gold- 
shimmenng locks fluttered about her glowing little 
face, her clear roe-eyes sparkled seductively, and in 
the dimples in her chin and cheeks there laughed a 
hundred bantering rogues and cupids. 

Sabine whispered to me with a sigh : “ Alas, how 
will this lovely butterfly fare when once she must 
find her way through life alone, unguarded and un- 
checked? Kathinka is a child who is spoiled by 
fortune, and almost too light-hearted and of too 
light blood ; I dread the hour when I shall have to 
let her leave me. Kathinka has a most pronounced 
talent as a colorature singer and a burning desire for 
the stage— or, perhaps, more correctly, for its. 



204 


MEUOISS OF KAMOLINE BAUES 


"tnumphs Until now I have trained her myself In 
autumn she la to proceed to Pans, there to complete 
her musical and theatrical education under Gordoni 
•Countess Merlin and Mana Malibran will give her 
their protection, and introduce her into the musical 
world of Pans as they once did me May God grant 
that everything may go well I I found the way to 
the stage and over it not so pleasantly smoothed tor 
me, and strewn with roses os my yonng sister will I 
have had to struggle hard to obtain the place which 
I now occupy in the opera and socioty But in such 
a struggle one at least ncquiros what Kathinka com- 
pletely wants — oamostness of purpose, and stoadi 
ness of character ” 

Yes, Sabine did have a hard struggle and heavy 
work to perform in the course of her life She once 
related to mo with sadness the tale of her joyless 
childhood, and of the Immiliations, coarseness, and 
dangers through which her most blooming years of 
girlhood had passed Born in poverty, growing up in 
poverty and ignorance, she was obligeil, at a tender 
age, to wander through the streets and inns of Mninr 
and sing songs, which she accompanied on her 
miserable harp — songs such ns the coarse multitude 
demanded and paid for Hunger is painful, hut it 
IS still more painful to sco mother, lirothcrs and 
sisters, and nn old grandmother hnngenng ot 
home Then it once happened that n noble virtuoso 
lirsrd the beautiful, modest girl sing n ballad with 
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lier full silvery voice, simply and toucliiugly to the 
accompaniment of her jingling harp. He played to 
her the scales upon a violin, and then more and more 
difficult passages and ingenious figures, and the 
poor harpist sang them by ear 'witli an admirable 
purity and precision. He undertook to educate 
Sabine. She soon received her first instruction in 
music, and an opportunity to make up much of her, 
till now, neglected education and social training. As 
early as 1824, when but nineteen years old, she was 
enabled to appear on the stage for the first time in 
Frankfurt-on-the-Mame. She sang the May song in 
Weber’s “Euryauthe.” Her splendid voice and 
gi'eat beauty caused a sensation Ludwig Spohr, 
for some years conductor of the princely orchestra 
in Kassel, at once engaged Sabine for the opera of 
that stage, and with much kindness undertook her 
further musical education He taught her his own 
operas — “ Berggeist,” ‘‘ Jessonda,” and “ Pietro.” 

Her brilliant starring performances at the Poyal 
Opera in Berlin in 1827, made the name of Sabine 
Heinefetter soon famous. 

After she had, under Cordoni, diligently studied 
Italian singing, she accepted an engagement as 
pnraa donna at the Italian Opera in Pans. The 
French were enraptured with the beautiful Grerman 
with the unpronounceable name of “ Anefettare ” 
In the saloons of the art-lovmg Countess Merlin she 
made the acquaintance of Maria Mahbran ^nd all tho 
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artiste-Btars of Pans A fitamng tour brought her 
to Itelj and now to Prague. It was her inten 
"tion not to accept anj more permanent engagements. 

Sabine Heinefetter bad almost completed her oyolo 
of performanoea in Prague when I arrived After 
Romeo I only saw her oa magnificent Taaorod 
We spent together some very happy days in this 
most interesting old city on the Mpldau, and em 
ployed every leisure hour in visiting together its 
many historical relics and art treasures Kathinka 
fluttered alongside us ns enfant iemlAot and 
always manifested a greater inohnation for the 
admiration of a gay world than for tho dust of by 
gone ages I hoar her still laugh wantonly when wo 
■^oro at tho famous Jewish comotory at Pmguo “ I 
am thirsting for life, BuoBlnuo, merry laughter and 
bright eyes Ugh I Hero among the wild woods of 
tombs and tho whitcnod stonos, and tho stupid old 
Btonos about tho Jews, it is tembly tirosomo And 
you put on such scntimontal moonshine faces besides, 
ns if you would soon appi) for fnondly lodgings 
under tho nast) older tro*« yourselves Lot us 
quicUy return to tho green ^luldau isht to witness 
tho fireworks und hear tUo concert I lm\o hml to 
promise this momiug iny worshipping colonel 
‘ on my word, tho fair lieutenant * Ity his mou 
stache,' and llio smart Count student 'nuf Ctrom* 
that wo will colebmto tho lovely night of spnog Ufwo 
tho islet *' 
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Could ife bo tliat tbis lovclj ci-eature had uo 
heart ? 

Next dn}^ e parted from each oilier with a heart}^ : 
“May we soon meet again all hale and hearty m 
Dresden ! ” Sabine went away to fulfil another en- 
gagement; I brought mine to a close in Prague. It 
turned out a very successful one. I appeared before 
regularly cronded houses in my most favourite roles 
fifteen times vrithin two-and-twent}^ days. My fee 
was the third part of the takings, which amounted 
to about 100 thalers per role on an average. Direc- 
tor Stoger held out to me very enticing terms for a 
contract. The public, the critics, and the artistes 
were anxious to bmd me to Prague, but I could only 
promise soon to return to a more lengthy cycle of 
performances. 

In autumn Sabine and Kathinka Heinefetter came 
likewise to Dresden. Frau Schroder-Devrient had 
gone on a leave of absence of fifteen months, and 
during the time Sabine was to take her place. 

I was not a little suprised when both sisters in- 
troduced their betrothed to me. Sabine’s intended 
was a handsome Dutch officer, who had quitted the 
.service. She intended to continue starring for a 
few years longer, then marry her betrothed and en- 
tirely withdraw from the stage. 

“ What a loss for art I ” I exclaimed, involuntarily. 

“I love my betrothed I” she said, passionately. 
And her whole faithful heart lay in these words. 
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Katliinka*B betrothed was a good looting Frenoh- 
man, \nth black locks, flashing black ©yes, and 
polished manners I learned no particulars regard- 
ing hum Sabine avoided speaking about this, her 
future brother in law, and only once, when tho 
charming little fiancit received with much glee tho 
devotions of a fair Saxon dragoon officer, Sabmo 
shaking her head sorrowfully, whispered to mo 
** May God grant that love may at last make 
Kathinka Bensiblo 1 * 

“ Look, dear, how Boon tho right man has come I ” 
I said in jest to Kathinka 

“And what if after all it wore not tho right 
man?” tho seductive creature said, with a ringing, 
merry lough, and gaily spun through tho room 
with her rrcuchmao, who, of course, knew not n 
word of Gorman Poor Kathinka, that was an ovil 
prophetic word, and that laugh was death to you 
Ay, It was not tho right man Indeed, tho n^ht 
man never was forthcoming for you Eight days 
later Knlhinla left for Pans, together with a lady 
and her bclrothetl I lia>o iioior Been her ngnm, 
but heard about her only too often and l‘>o much 

Knthmka was trtmed ns a snngntro^s at tho 
expoose of tho “ Gnmd OfK.rn m Pans She 
made her dchnt on that stage in 1810, with tho ino-it 
bnllmnl Buctx-<s* AU Pans was in cc>tnsv about 
her Kaul),htf cl inning voice, brilliant M>cal nrf, 
and her enraptunng acting And then came a 
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day 'when a horrible tragedy was reported in 
the newspapers, whose herome was Kathinka 
Heinefetter. 

When did Katlnnka discard her betrothed, whose 
acquaintance I made in Dresden ? In the summer 
of 1842 Caiimartin, a young Parisian advocate, was 
her acknowledged admirer. 

Soon after Kathmka made the acquaintance of 
young Mr. Steiner. Scenes of jealousy ensued be- 
tween the amorous advocate and Mr. Steiner, which 
were not confined to words. 

All these occurrences, which of course were the 
favourite talk of Pans, made it desirable that 
Kathinka should, at least for a time, quit the 
scene. She dissolved, m consequence, her engage- 
ment at the great opera in September, 1842, and 
accepted a contract in Brussels. Caumartm accom- 
panied her thither In the diligence the young, 
gay, and affectionate pair are taken for a newly- 
married couple on their wedding- trip. Oaumartin 
rents a house in the Rue des Hirondelles for his 
mistress, and returns to Pans towards the end of 
October. 

Soon after, Kathinka, the most popular prima 
donna in Brussels, makes the acquaintance of Aiind 
Sirey, a man of 36 years, who is fond of stylino’ 
himself Count ^ His father was a famous Parisian 
advocate, and his mother a niece of Mirabeau. Aimd 

VOL. IV. 
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IB hgtly gifted, Vi an receiTed an excellent ednoa- 
tion, and ib posBesaed of a lovable and Byropathetio 
appearance Hia miafortnne la vanity Ab a boy 
he IB a brilbant hon of tbe Boulevards and theatrea , 
aB a youth, n uaed up hbertine and deeply involved 
gambler Ho is prond of having acquired at so 
youthful an age all the vices of his grand undo, 
Mlrabean During the July revolution vanity im- 
pels him to play the part of the people's man, h. la 
Mirabean 

Mamed at tho age of 2C, he has spout in tho 
conrso of n few years in tho most profligate way his 
own and his wife’s fortune Ho is forced to rotiro 
to tho country in hiding from Ins creditors In tho 
Issy, Siroy stabs his consin in a duel, beoanso 
tho latter had sued him for tnonoy duo to him, 
after that Siroy fleos to Brussels Tho hnndsorao, 
elegant Aimti now turns into a common ndvonturor 
and protector of thontncnl dames who happen to bo 
in fashion nnd have plenty of cash 

Soon after tho departoro of Cniimartin, Siroy 
turns to tho now brilliant star of tho grand opera, 
Knlhinkn Heinefcttcr, nnd tho protector is not 
rejected 

Cauroartminrnn', meanwhile, is senouslr think- 
ing of breaking oil his relationship to Kathinka 
At this juncture ho receives a tender yearning 
love-letter from Kathinka, and on ttio I'^th of 
Kovtraber ho amves m Brussels in ortUr to give 
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Tiis Katbinka a pleasant surprise. He alights at the 
caf6 Dommo, and here he is told that Mdlle. Heine- 
fetter is just singing in a concert of the great 
“ Harmonie.” He hastens thither, and waits in a 
carnage m front of the door, seeing that the last 
number is being sung already. He sees Kathinka 
*come out in the company of four persons, leamng 
on the arm of a gentleman unknown to him Then 
be drives on before her to her residence, where he 
finds supper set for several persons. The lady’s 
jnaid IS embarrassed. Soon after Kathinka enters 
with her company. She changes colour at thus 
suddenly seeing her old lover before her. In her 
'Confusion she invites him to partake of supper with 
them without introducing the two gentlemen to 
him. He refuses indignantly, and throws himself 
into the corner of a sofa whilst the others enjoy 
their supper with much heartiness. Pull of wrath, 
he observes how the elegant gentleman by the side 
of his old mistress indulges in all the freedom of a 
declared lover. The supper is over. The ladies 
retire. Caumartin rises and puts on his gloves. 
Smey steps up to him, saying, “ Monsieur, do you 
not see that you are not wanted here ? It is time 
■to put an end to this.” So saying, he shows the 
door to Caumartin. They come to blows. At this 
moment Kathinka opens the door, and seeing the 
furious rivals, she sinks down in a swoon. Mr. 
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M3ord, Sireys friend, oames her into her bed- 
chamber 

"What happened in the saloon dnnng his absenoe- 
has never been qnite cleared np Caumortin re 
lates “ I gave Sirey a box on the ear, he struck 
me innumerable blows with his stick till it broke 
in pieces I oned ‘That is an infamy I have the 
choice of arms. To-morrow morning at eight 
o'clock I "Weapons, swords* ‘Lot ns 6ght at 
once I Siroy oned, and took from off the table an 
object which I did not boo Ho mshed at mo, and I 
received a thrust with a knife in one of my loins 
For ray dofonco I hold m my hand a sword cane 
Siroy eci«d it, and the cano part roroainod in lus 
hand Ho thought I was disarmed But I had tho 
sword in my hand, and ho in bis blind mgo plunged 
on to it I saw the blood ooxing from his white 
vest That had not boon my intonlion I hastonod 
away to fetch a physician When I roturncKl with 
tho latter I mot tho landlord on tho stair, who paid 
to mo ‘ Ho IS dead I Then I Imsttiied back to 
Pans and gave myself up to justice ** 

Enough, in the house of tho songstress Ivntlimka 
Hrmtfcttcr, a rann had bcin killeil nl midnight who 
Ind been regarded ns her doclartil lo\rr for somo 
weeks pa«t — killed by a man to whom tho lij^ht 
headed prl Imd nddre^ cd n most afTt-ctionalo live- 
letter but ten days befon 
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Katbinka Hemefetter was 3 udged. In Pans and 
Brussels she had become impossible. Nobody 
would pardon her for that luckless letter, full of the 
tenderest assurances of love, which lured the former 
lover (whose place had been supplied long ago) to 
Brussels, avay from his young bride. In April, 
1843, Kathinka was obliged to appear once more in 
public in Brussels, this time as a witness at the 
Court of Assizes, before which Eduard Oaumartin 
was arraigned for manslaughter. She endeavoured 
to give an account of the matter that would be 
damaging to Oaumartin. This heightened her guilt 
in everybody’s eyes. Oaumartin was acquitted, 
thanks to the brilliant defence of the famous 
Parisian advocate, Maitre Chaix d’ Estrange, and 
the unanimous opinion of the physicians, which 
recognized the possibility that Aime Sirey had 
blindly plunged on to the cane-sword held by Oau- 
martin before his breast. Kathinka Heinefetter’s 
fate was sealed. Gone were luck and star. It is 
true she appeared on several stages after that, but 
report always went before her, and in everybody’s 
eyes she read the old mournful remembrance of the 
bloody tragedy in Brussels. And how often when 
she stood upon the stage in her bnghtest and most 
splendid parts a pale shadow would emerge before 
her inner vision 1 She would see the red, warm 
blood flow from the heart again, and hear a hoUow 
voice from the grave : “ You— you alone bear the 




214 


JIEUOTBS OP KAItOLTNE BATJER 


guilt 1” and her tiearb would stop beating ond^ 
every tone in her throat would die 

Kathinlca Heinefetter 1ms heavily paid for the 
frivolity of her heart DiBcouraged, broken, she 
renounced the stage m the very prune of life On 
the 2l8t of December, 1866, she died in Freiburg 
in the Breiagun, of a alow disease of the heart, 
only five and thirty years old "With what sad 
feelings did I stand at her grave I Dpon the 
pedestal of the monument there kneels an augel 
who holds a wreath of roses over her grave TTpon 
the mound there stood a bash of witbored Oathonno 
flowers Tour imago, pewr Kathinka I 

In the month of February, 1867, tbo second 
Bister, Pmn Stockol IIoiDofottor, also died, and on the 
18tb November, 1372, Sabmo Warquot Hcincfottcr 
died in the randhouso of Dlonnn, in B idon Poor 
Babino, what sufTonnga your faithful heart must 
huvo ondurcil for your sweet darling Jvathmka, and 
what pnmful slrugglcs your energetic mind must 
have fought, boforo you ended in a randhouso I 
• •••*« 

In Mav, 1835, I brought my great starring (our 
to an end by a senes of pcrformanccn m Mannheim 
ond Korlsnihe, jn ray nniive land of Bi Ion 

Mannheim had been tho goal of my first ch'^nng 
hlllc Btamng excunion How imny things had 
changed rmce I phycil "l*recioa with the 
idealistic Icrdinand liowc nt that time I My hand- 
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husband had been billed in Spam and that Ooimt 
Luxburg was the Count of Luxemburg But years 
after, her first husband suddenly stood before her m 
ITaunbeim to claim his prior rights 1 He was got 
nd of by the payment of a sum of money Some- 
what later the beautiful Luiburg had a nasty law- 
suit in Pans with her son, the Count Loo, on 
account of the fortune which Napoleon had settled 
on her and her son She appeared m person before 
the Pans assizes in pompous beauty, and related 
with much cmjihosia her Imperial love story 1 Sho 
gamed lur law suit, and romainod m the now Napo- 
leonic Pans recognised and distinguished by 
Napoleon III as a sort of Nnpoleonito 

E\on m her coflia sho wished still to bo *'tho 
iHnutiful Luxburg * Sho had given most mmaCo 
directions ns to how sho was to bo dressed and 
pnmtetl and ho on a bed of State 

How sweet, noble, and good bcsido tlio beautiful 
Luxburg appeared in ibo Alanuhrim Theatre tho 
ml Isapoleonite — tlio Dowager Grand Duchess 
bteplnnie, of Baden, a nicco of Empress Jo«ophmo 
and an adopted daughter of Napoleon Sho was 
no beauty, but she was cnclmnlingly gmcoful and 
nmnbic How very gracioudy sho received mo m 
her ^Kilncc on tho occasion of m) two proh <sional 
MVits to Mannheim her pallet was open not merely 
to tho nn-tocracr of birth it stood op^n Mcwho to 
the nobihty of tho ruind m art and scicacv Of her 
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-three lovely daughters, one became the ill-fated 
spouse of Prince Vasa (but was, however, soon 
divorced from him), and mother of the Queen 
Karola of Saxony; the second Princess espoused 
the Prince of Hohenzollern-Sigmanngen ; the 
youngest the Duke of Hamilton. The Duchess, 
having lived in Baden-Baden for years, took repeated 
occasions to express to me her interest in my 
stage reminiscences ” as they came out Her 
daughter became the unfortunate Hereditary 
Princess of Monaco, who ran away with her little 
son from her husband. The Grand Duchess 
Stephanie, for whom life brought many tears, still 
continues to live in the tradition of the people as 
the mother of the unfortunate Kaspar Hauser, who 
was soon to be the exchanged and kidnapped 
Prince of Baden. Grand Duchess Stephanie never 
beheved the story She ordered Kaspar Hauser’s 
likeness to be brought to her, looked at it for a 
long time with evident pain, and then said firmly : 

He is not my son ! ” 

Of my meeting with Lady Ellenborough I have 
given an account in an earlier chapter of these 
memoirs. 

In Mannheim I played for the first time with 
'Theodor Doring, who was engaged here. I found 
him to be an original and highly talented artiste, but 
not an amiable colleague Because bis spouse, who 
was engaged along with me at the Konigstadt 
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Theatre, m Berlin na Anguate Sntonus, played m 
Mannheim the part of Polixenn in “ Natnr und 
Kunat,” D6nng managed to obtain a decree that I 
ivas not to play thia my favonnte part, one of the 
moat grateful of my repertoire — the same Anguato- 
Sntonna ivho -was once preaented to Goethe in 
"Weimar, with theae worda of recommendation 
“ She playa nlao in the ‘ Laune dea "V orhobton I ’ ” 
whereupon good Augnate, who know little about 
Goethe, said quite aenonsly “Aoh goh’n S’mor mit 
dom granahgen Stflck I " Poor Auguato, divorced 
from Ddnng, wont to America, where ahe woa loat 
and never hoard of again 

And when T atood once more on the stage of the 
Karlsruhe Theatre, which I had entered for the first 
time as childlike, innocent Margarotlio in the 
“ Ilngcstolaon," thirteen years ngo ray heart 
wept for the forlorn innocence of childhood, and all 
the triumphs of the matured and celebrated nrtisto 
could not recoup mo for it 

Bpon the Btngo I was moat 8uccc«sful with my 
Donna Diana, Julio Capiilct, Jiingo Pntlic, Gold 
Bchmicds Tochtcrlom, Polutena Komgin von 
rechszchn Jnlircn Tho •' Kutliclien von lleil 
hroun" I was not ollowed to play, for tlio 
reigning Grand Duclieis bopliie, tho oldnt 
daughter of the ixpelM King of the Strnlea. 
told me dunii„ an introductory audience " I 
comudir it immoral thil thii madly enamourcl 
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Katlaclien follows the Count von Strahl through 
the length and breadth of the land and serves him 
as his stable boy ! ” This is the same lady of 
whom Moritz von Haber could say in public beer 
saloons : ‘‘ My Sophie ! ” This word is the real 
cause and origin of the duels that caused so much 
sensation, in which, in 1843, Baron Julius von Goler, 
his fi’iend Sarachaga, and the Eussian von Weref- 
kin, Haber’s second, perished, whilst Moritz von 
Haber alone came out of them unhurt. 

Julius von Goler, a most handsome and gay 
officer, was my early friend and most assiduous 
partner at the club balls in Karlsruhe ; he was the 
first who had the courage to forsake the highly 
aristocratic frangaise and to dance m public with 
the plebeian actress. Now, in May of 1835, he and 
the amiable, seductive Kamill von Lotzbeck and 
Herr von Marschall arranged a rustic ball in my 
honour. I met these three splendid dancers again 
in Baden soon after. 

"Wlien my mother walked along the street of 
Karlsruhe together with me and my brothers, I 
used to hear the people say : “ There goes the widow 
of Captain Bauer with her ‘ fortune • ’ ” 

The good mother did not bve to see her mis- 
fortune ! 

* * * ♦ * 
Thus ended the great professional tour, rich in 
tnumphs and gold. In the course of eighteen months- 
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I had performed in twenty two towna on nearly 200 
-evenings After such great exertions mother and I 
longed for a rest In the first place we went to 
Baden Baden, where I had been so happy as a child — 
and after that as yonng Court actress of Karlsruhe 

Bot whnt changes I found in Baden Baden I The 
stillness, simplicity, and geniality of life in the 
beautiful surroundings of the Black Forest had given 
way to bnlliant and noisy amusomonts Baden- 
Baden had become a place of amnsomont for the 
Parisians of the haute xoUc and demi monde Tho 
bold Warchionoas Bcthiino, a woman of colossal 
dimensions, was tho leader of this carnival — and soon 
my decided enemy when she saw how I was hkowiso 
surrounded by a devoted guard, at whoso head stood 
Pnneo Nnpoloon, the oldest son of tho ox 

king of Westphalia, 

Prince Jdrdmo Napoleon — or ns ho was obliged to 
call himaclf now, Pnuco Von Jlontforl — was but 21 
years old, ofllcer m IhoAVUrtomhcrg army, and of an 
enchanting beauty and nmmbiht} JIo Imd the 
true Jtnpoleonic face, with the pale complexion, 
sharjdy^cut noble features, which bore n striking 
re^omblnncc to his grand uncle, intelligent, deep-blue 
eyes, and a charroini,,niclanchol} smile Tlio >oung 
Pnnee, tho compitror of man^ hearts, often showc^l 
Imnfclf unhappy and tired of bfi. Did he long for 

Olllir COlHpK til? 

At tho tbu Pnnee was in) ru^i n? 
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After dinner we would have an excursion together 
to some green coffee-garden, ora walk — and at night 
we met in front of the great drawing-room to listen 
to the splendid music. The Marchioness Bethune 
could have killed me with her eyes. 

When we parted the Prince von Montfort said to 
me, with his tired, melancholy smile ; “ N’oubliez 
pas le pauvre misanthrope ! ” We never met again. 
On the 12th May, 1847, Prince J^rdme Napoleon von 
Montfort, a colonel in the service of Wurtemberg, 
and a nephew to King Wilhelm of Wurtemberg, died 
in hopeless insanity, not quite 33 years old. He had 
killed himself with fast living. 

Also the much-coveted, very handsome Oamill von 
Lotzbeck, with whom I gaily danced last in the great 
drawing-room at Baden-Baden, died young and un- 
happy. He loved with mad passion the wife of 
another, Countess 0., from Pans, and followed her 
hke her shadow from Baden-Baden to Pans — from 
Pans to Trouville, Nizza, and so on. ... In this 
hopeless love his once so hopeful life was soon con- 
sumed. 

* % ^ ^ 
Prom the beginning of August we lived in summer 
retirement in the charming quiet watering-place of 
Schinznach, near Baden m Switzerland, where my 
mother was to take the waters on account of her 
rheumatic sufferings. 

By the advice of my brother Louis, who had care- 
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folly studied the Swiss pedpledunng his commercial 
travels, and found them to be proud and reserved 
and full of contempt for the “ dishonourable ’* come- 
dians, wo simply entered our names into the nsi 
tors’ booh os ** Frau Rittmoiater Bauer, and Frl , 
daughter, from Karlsmho * — nob hinting in the 
smallest degree that this Frl , daughter, * had boon 
besides Imperial Russian Court notress, and in a 
few weeks would bo Royal Saion Court actress 
In the quiet Schmznaoh tboro was nobody, fortu 
natoly, who had Been mo on the stage And the 
daughter of Captain Bauer’s widow was destined 
here to dream the sweetest, most pootio dream of 
love of her life, which was not polluted by theatrical 
lotngncB, or the used up lustfulness of weaned 
gcntlomm of rank. 

There stayed at the time in SchinsnacU a very 
handsome young Genevan, on account of Ins eyes , 
ho was called Tlioodoro do la Rive, a saran^, belong 
ing to one of the mosldistingmsljcd, llionchesf, and 
})roudc5t families of the proud city on llio Rhone 
Ifo was over to bo found in the company of hi^ fnend, 
u Inkmted and engaging painter from Gcno>a, who 
punted the ruins of the Castle of HabOmrg some 
romantic S|H3t3 on tin. wild Aar, and nlao— me, 
handiug a gift to o beggar m front of the Kur 
Imus Tilt little picture is ctill in iny |k> «.^iton 
1 niu represented! m the fashion of tint limt, with a 
bulky lavtndcr-colourcil tin. s, wiiU very wide, wm,* 
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shaped sleeves, shoes with crossed ties and enormous 
fair buckles. 

Theodore de la Eive soon became my shadow — 
1;he tenderest and most affectionate admirer. When- 
ever I showed myself in the morning in front of 
the Kurhaus, during the time that my mother 
took the waters, my savant was by my side imme- 
diately, and deemed himself happy if he might 
accompany me upon a walk to the old Habsburg, 
the cradle of Kaiser Rudolph, or through the lovely 
green Aar-dale. At first my intercourse with the 
handsome professor was perfectly guileless, for he 
wore an engagement ring. He was engaged to a 
cousin, the daughter of another Geneva family as 
rich and proud as his own, but, as I soon learned, it 
was an' engagement without love. The parents had 
betrothed them when they were children, and for- 
mally renewed the engagement when the cousin had 
become a professor. The whole of Geneva thought 
it a very suitable match. Why therefore consult 
their hearts ? 

Then de la Rive one day appeared without his 
engagement ring. I wanted to tease him about it, 
but the word died away upon my lips when I saw 
his burning glance resting upon me. 

I knew that he loved *me passionately. I knew 
that it would cost me but one word — and he would 
have forsaken his betrothed and charged himself 
with the curse of his parents, and would have followed 
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fully studied the Swiss people during his commercial 
travels, and found them to be proud and reserved 
and full of contempt for the ** dishonourable ” come- 
dians, we simply entered our names into the vieu 
tors’ book os “ Frau Rittmeister Bauer, and Frl , 
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shaped sleeves, shoes wiUi cros'^od tics and enormous 
fair buckles. 

Theodore de la Hue soon became inj shadow — 
the tendcrest and most. alTeclinnate admirer. "When- 
ever I showed m;)self m the morning in front of 
the Ivurhausj during the time tli.it 1113’’ mother 
took the waters, m3' was 113' m3' side irarae- 

dia(el3', and deemed himself happ3'' if he might 
aecompan3' me upon a walk to the old Uabsburg, 
the cradle of Kaiser Hudolph, or thiough the lovely 
green Aar-dalc. At first 1113* intorcourse wuth the 
handsome professor was perfectl3' guileless, for he 
w'ore an engagement ring. Tic w%as engaged to a 
-cousin, the daughter of anotlier Geneva family as 
rich and proud as his own, but as I soon learned, it 
was an engagement wuthout love. The parents had 
betrothed them when they were children, and for- 
mally renewed the engagement wdien the cousin had 
become a professor. The whole of Geneva thought 
it a very suitable match. Why therefore consult 
their hearts ? 

Then de la Kive one day appeared without his 
engagement ring. I wanted to tease him about it, 
but the word died away upon my lips when I saw 
bis burning glance resting upon me. 

I knew that he loved *me passionately. I knew 
that it would cost me but one word — and he would 
have forsaken his betrothed and charged himself 
with the curse of his parents, and would have followed 
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me I felt that I loved him too, vnth oH my 
heart — I felt that I might find by hia side peace 
and happiness But durst I rob faithful parents 
their only son ? Durst I couple hia pure hfe with 
mine, from which my dark days of misfortune in 
"England could never — never bo again effaced ? A.nd 
what if he should learn that the daughter of tho 
captain's widow was at the same time a oomodienno 
• — was noting for money on the pubho boards, and 
thus, according to traditional Swiss conceptions, 
earned on a disreputable trade, like travelling 
musicians, jugglers, mountebanks, harbors, gravo- 
diggers, gaolers, bailiffs, boadles, nigbt-watohmon, 
hangmen, and thoir nssoemtes^and would Ins lovo 
outlive tlmt ? 

I was not long in having an opportunity of testing 
this, after I had successfully avoided his doclamtion 
of lovo for many days 

Onco whon mother, tho pointer professor, and 
I, on a splendid evening in Soptombor, rotorned 
from a walk, wo found tho whole of tho vnsitors in a 
hustle surrounding a caravan waggon winch stopjHjd 
m front of tho Kurhaus All kinds of scenery nnd 
stage requisites peeped out under tho ragged tar 
pauhn, nnd nronnd tho wnggon stood men nnd 
women in mlhor hohtminn eontuine^ whom I reco^ 
Hired nt first ghnee ns brotlier and r urtHt k 

“Ahl travelling nctorsl** T cneil with mu h 
gloc "That 15 n lurpnse, n dthghlful sarprunt 
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A theatrical performance in Schioznacli ! What a 
pleasant prospect 1 Mother — I wish I could play 
with them I I have longed to play with plain, live, 
travelling actors,” I said. 

The professor looked at me in perfect horror — 
then he said with circumspection : Tou are joking, 
mein Fraulein. You only know the wretched come- 
dians under the glare and shimmer of the dazzling 
stage, and with lofty lies upon their lips. You 
should just cast a glance behind the wings — or worse 
than that, into the domestic life of these disreputable 
people, of whom it is said even in Schmid’s Com- 
mentary of the old Bavarian law : “ Mimes are fun- 
makers, who fight over their meals, and carry on all 
sorts of nonsense.” 

I could not help laughing in the good fellow’s 
face, and hastened to meet the travelling brethren, 
with whom the stout landlord was having a violent 
altercation. And I heard their story ; they said : 
‘'We are on the way to Berne, and on the 
waggon lies prostrate the daughter of our director, 
who was suddenly taken ill ; she plays the lover 
parts, and now the hard landlord refuses us a 
shelter and his hall for a few performances, our 
exchequer being exhausted ” 

I spoke to the landlord with some energy, became 
bail for the bill of the comedians, threatened him 

with an immediate departure — and he received the 
VOL. IV. 
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■wanderera into his hoatelry, and gave up to them 
his large hall for a performance on the folio mng even- 
ing 

After supper I made the round of the table 
together mth the Geneva painter, hat and boolong- 
sheet in hand, and I had great satisfaction in in- 
ducmg all the guests to take scats, and, indeed, some 
of thorn made very considerable over payments Even 
my professor, who bad become pensive and sHont, 
gave a conaidorable sum, though shaking his head, 
I was able to hand to tho beaming director 250 
francs. Such a sum he hod not handled for a long 
time 

Kotrobuo B ** Brant nnd Brilutigam m omcr 
Person" was to bo performed Tho directors 
pretty daughter had recovered far enough to bo nblo 
to piny tho titlo rvle when, shortly boforo tho 
commoncomont of tho play, sho had a rolapso — a 
swoon, and could not appear Tlio director 

camo hurrying up to rao in great distress, ** '\Yhat*s 
to bo dono? It is impossiblo to put another pieco 
in place of this ooo at a moment's notice, 
without n * first walking lady* Wlmt will tho 
people hero think of mo? As an honest man I 
must give back again tlio mono} I havo rccci>e<l for 
tbo places booked, and after that I shall bo unahlo 
oven to pay llio landlonl’s bill, nor will then? 
bo any money left to defray our cipenucs on tho 
wny to Iho neit town and to nurao rojr poor sick 
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■dauglifcer.” So sajing, tlie old man slied copious 
tears. . . . 

Then I said, with prompt resolution, “jffen* 
Director^ I shall play the part of your daughter. 

I have played it before on an amateur theatre not 
altogether without success. You advance before the 
curtain, saying that a lady amateur has undertaken 
at the eleventh hour to play the part of your daughter 
who was suddenly taken sick, and would desire 
their kind indulgence. Quickly let me have the 
officer’s uniform of your daughter ; I shall mean- 
while dress for the first act. 

I still see before me the astonished faces of a 
respectable audience when the curtain rose, and I 
stood before them in a white dress, a la “ Linon,’’ 
ornamented with ivy leaves, taking some pains to 
appear as dilettante-like as possible. 

But my poor Greneva professor especially sat there 
perfectly nonplussed and pale as if an evil phantas- 
magoria tormented him. Although I loved the good 
fellow heartily, I felt some malicious joy. 

At first I played my part as an amateur with 
great success. I advanced nervously, spoke slowly, 
and without any elocutionary effort, like a good 
school-girl who has committed her piece beautifully. 
The rest of the caste did their best to “ haul me 
through” They pushed me from side to side 
unnoticed, winked to me with their eyes, and 
whispered to me their advice. The good director 
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emerged "with, his prompter’s book behind every 
•wing beside "whioh I had to act And in this 
manner the first net passed over rather tediously, 
although my stout colleague was a splendid old 
coquette, and the representer of characters vras o- 
remarkably fine coxcomb lover, and also the rest of 
the company did their best 

But soon I said to myself, with Mephistophe^os, 
Enough of that I ” "When I saw scene after scene 
gliding on m this languid way toy proud artiste blood 
rebelled I commenced to piny nway with nnre- 
stramed vivacity And when I made my nppeamneo 
on the stage in the smart uniform of a swaggering 
boatonant of hussars, over the clattonng of the enbro 
and clnnkiog of the spurs, the tickling of the little 
mustacho on the lip, I quite forgot the valued nran- 
tour performer I played with o sml, a sparkling 
huraonr, a rollicking bilanty such ns I had porhnps 
never yet displayed in this rCIe upon the proudest 
Court theatre, with tbo most famous artistes, and be- 
fore the most bnllinnt audience To please Iho many 
French ptsiplo who wore present I intcrlnrdwJ my 
lieutenant’s jargon with ns manv pnrlUii^ and other 
French slang as poSMblo At first the other actors 
looked nt mo putilcd, but soon they nllowt-d them 
selrrs to be earned away by my humour and fin 
The much respected audience sal there with Urjpi 
wendenng eves but after they had just liaghctl for 
once nght heartily thev were comwl away too into 
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the general giddiness. Thus “Biaufe und Braii- 
tio'ain in eiuer Person came to an end amidst 

o 

merry laughter and great clapping of hands. Only 
the poor professor sat there the whole evening as if 
labouring under a severe nightmare. 

TThen the curtain had fallen all the actors sur- 
rounded me as if by preconcerted arrangement. 
They gazed at me with beaming eyes, and the 
director said — 

“ Kind deliverer, enchantress, you have betrayed 
yourself. Ko dilettante plays like that. You are 
an artiste, you belong to us ! ” 

“ Yes, to us,” joined in the rest in a jubilant 
chorus. 

Deeply moved, I gave one hand to the director 
and the other to the stout sister artiste, saying — 
“Yes, ye good people, I belong to you from my 
very heart and soul. It is my pride to be able to 
call myself a comedienne. Long life to our art, the 
noble, elevating, cheering art of representing men.” 

Then I heard, proceeding from the wings, a stifled 
“30 comprends ^ ” Before me stood Theodore de la 
Bive, ghost-like, pale. The actors withdrew with 
much tact. 

“ Pardon the cruel game to the comedienne,” I said, 
much moved. “ Kow you know why our ways must 
for ever diverge. You belong to a rich and proud 
family, I, from my own choice and inclination, to 
the disreputable people.” 
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** And Btill I love you I In tbis moat bitter hour 
it bas become to mo clearer than ever that I shall 
never be happy vnthout you Be mine, and I wiH 
brave all the prejudice o£ the world, the being dis- 
inherited by my family, and ” 

“ Also the curse of your parents? No, I could 
not bear that because I love you from my heart 
And I remained steadfast and unmoved to nil his 
entreaties and vows At least, this time I board the 
voice of duty, and that I find, even this day, when 
I must look back upon so many errors of the heart, 
a sweet remembrance 

I kisscjd him with tears when wo took farewell 
of each other Wo did not boo each other again 
I returned to the stage Ho broke off the engage 
mont with his unloved cousin and entered upon a 
voyage of exploration around the world for goicral 
years I have since frequently thought of him with 
ardent longing A few years ngo I rend the an 
nouncoment of bis death in n nowspaper lie had 
become a colobratcd naturalist Was ho happy? 
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I • 

After having paid, from Schmznacb, a visit to the 
BTeuchatel lake and the places and friends of my 
joyous and guiltless youth, I repaired with my 
mother to the “ Olympian Dresden,” as Herder 
writes, towards the end of August, in 1835, to 
commence my last engagement. 

Tieck, whom I revered with the greatest enthu- 
siasm, and the stage became the centre of my hfe. 
The aged dramatnrg became my teacher and 
friend. He went over every new part with me, and 
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after each new performance I went to hear his 
ontical opinion on it The gloomy old bouse nfc 
the comer of the Alt Markt became a dear home 
to me Up there m the book girded, homely study 
of the master I have spent never to-be-forgotten 
momentous hours, have been taught, advised, 
praised, and blamed by him quite as a good 
daughter would bo by a good father The geutio 
HofiUthin, who bore her illness with quiet resig- 
nation, tho daughtors, the intellectual and fooling 
Dorothea to whom we are mdohtod for many an 
oxcollont Iranslation of Shakespeare, and tho choor- 
f 111, fair Agnes with her splendid contralto voice, woro 
kind and alTcctionato to mo, and oven Countess 
Finkeostcm scattered over mo tho cornucopia of hor 
favour abundantly, os long ns tho sun of gnico of 
her idolircd fnond Ticckwas smiling over rao 

Tho pc*oplo of Dresden said “ Tho old dmma- 
turg has another faiounto for n clmngo, ho wants 
to show that Julio Rollich s place has boon com 
phloly filled up on tho stage nud in his heart, and 
that her departure for Vienna does not pain 
him But how long will it lost?' Well, it 

lasU'd for many n happy, long year and up to this 
day 1 KlI grateful from the bottom of my licnrt to 
the great dead, who was much praiicd and much 
nhuBcd 

1 hhnll notr forgot the rare rvtning* whicli I had 
the pnvdcgo of fpi-nding in Tieck a family circle 
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On such homely evenings the poet kept on his 
very becoming gown-like frock of black velvet, and 
in his whole bearing and conversation he was 
simpler, more huihan, more amiable than op the 
official reading evenings. How cheerfully he T^ould 
speak of his indigent childhood, his stormy youth, 
his motley experiences as man, and of his most 
-favourite comedians ! 

Often he would read out to us his charming tales, 
such as " Blaubart,” “ die Haimonskinder,” “ Mage- 
ione,” the ‘‘blonde Eckbert,” and how he understood 
to read them, so wonderfully fairylike, sweet, and 
-enchanting, and again thrilling and causing horror I 
-Besides, he was fond of coupling with these early 
products happy reminiscences, as, for instance, how 
these very tales had won for him the friendship of 
August Wilhelm Schlegel, and united the two poets 
afterwards for a combined translation , of Shake- 
speare’s works. 

As much as he admired Shakespeare and Goethe, 
.as little he liked Schiller. He used to call him “ a 
» Spanish Seneca ” 

He had also been in contact with poor Kdeist. 
^Owing to the great diversity of their human and 
J)oetical dispositions, they could not become intimate. 
Tieck, while distinctly recognising Kleist’s great 
'dramatic talent, spoke of the unhappy poet’s fixed 
adeas, which would increase so alarmingly now and 
then that he once tried in all seriousness to push 
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Adam MGller from the Elbe-bndge, in Dreadon, be- 
cause be fancied that be loved Mdllers wife to 
madness and that bo could not bve without possess- 
ing her That Kleist bated cats was likewise a 
cause of offence in Tieok^s eyes, who was very fond 
of cats And that Kleist once charged a kitten with 
having tasted bia preserved pine-applos in order to 
bring about a catastrophe, greatly inspintod Tiook, 
who knew well the nature of cats, to sharpen his 
sarcasm. 

Ilahel,BoUina,andothor coquettish bluo-stookmgs,- 
wore not rarely the butt of his biting satire Uo 
called thorn “ monkeys escaped from pamdiso/* and 
liked to repeat the story how the rather grown up 
** child/' Bottina, was ndmg upon the back of Ins 
sofa, and said to him in ndiculo of his affected Goethe 
devotion, and in her Frankfurt dialect I say, 
Tieck, I must have n child by Gootho at any cost , 
that will bo a perfect domigod 1 ” 

Bis parodies on the ** windy ** Kloraens Brontano 
were cxqiiiflito, the latter was especially fond of 
sighing out to tender women his physical suffer 
iDgs, and winning thorn to tears of compassion and 
pity l>v Ills wcary-of the world distraction and for* 
lomncss. ** "W hen Brcotiino was trying on tlu^^o 
hellish arts m my house too If aid (o him fcnouAly 
•"iou may ho to my womankind as much ns you 
IHcc, only one condition I mu^t impose iiponyou, dt^ 
fnend, hi yourhei U. cheerful!* and my 
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onion promised everything possible and desirable^ 
But one day when I returned borne, wbat do I find ? 
My wife and Countess Finkenstein, and my Dorothea 
and my Agnes, all swimming in tears, and m tbeir 
midst, my sighing, distracted fox, Brentano. But I 
cured my womankind and gave a lesson to the 
rogue in the tearful dress.*' ‘Does the devil ride 
you ? Did you not solemnly promise me that you 
would tell nothing but merry lies to my women ? ’ ” 

“ My women I ” It makes me smile to-day when 
I think how naively patriarch-like these words 
sounded on Tieck’s lips, and how sharply, how de- 
risively, the naughty tongues of the Dresdeners 
pronounced them. They called Tieck the “ Count 
von Gleichen.” 

Tieck, like his favourite *heroes, had led a 
wandering artiste’s life for a long time, partly with 
wife and child. The high-flowing, adventurer-like 
time of his youth continued to ferment in him, and 
would not let him be content with a settled life and a 
settled place of abode. Besides, his pecuniary cir- 
cumstances never being of the most brilliant kind, 
he lived now here, now there, and often for years as 
the guest of friends ; in Ziebingen particularly he 
stayed oftenest and longest, at first at the estate of 
his fnend von Burgsdorff and afterwards in the 
house of the “ Oberprsesident,” Count Finkenstein. 
IVhen the Count died, m 1818, his daughter 
Henriette went with the Tieck family to Dresden, 
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ceived by Tieck. And no savant, virtuoso, 
collector of curiosities, or inquisitive tourist who 
passed tlirough Dresden, neglected to spend an 
evening in hearing Ludwig Tieclc read. The old 
romanticist was partly regarded as a sight him- 
self. Eventually, the hired lackeys and guides 
of the hotels called m the morning quite uncere- 
moniously at Tieck’s house, inquiring from Tieck’s 
old domestic, Eriederike, if there were readings that 
nigbt, adding that they had to announce such and 
such a number of strangers. And Tieck’s dear 
vanity was flattered to see himself thus run after. 

Besides, he was inexorably punctual as to the 
commencement of his readings. Even though he 
might be engaged in the most interesting conversa- 
tion with the most distinguished and fashiouable 
guests, at 7 o’clock precisely he gave the signal to 
his old Eriederike, and the famous little table with 
the two wax tapers suddenly stood m the centre of 
the room ; Tieck sat behind it in an arm chair. 
Breathless, anxious silence in the room What is 
he going to read to-day? One of Shakespeare’s 
nerve-shaking Henrys, or the terrible Richard 
IIL, or one of his beloved Spaniards : “ The open 
secret,” or “The Judo^e of Zalamea”? These 
anxious queries could be read on the faces of all the 
natives, and generally beside it a hearty mark of 
exclamation • Would that it were a short comedy to- 
day I And then, when Tieck said with his splendid 
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and with hor abundant means she founded for her 
idolized poet a comfortable home free from caro. 
She conducted and paid for the houBehold, she did 
the honours on the occasions of his readings and 
smrSeSf she unweanedly nursed him when he suffered 
greatly from gont, she accompanied him who was a 
lover of the theatre and afterwards a teacher of the 
dramatic art, to the theatre and Tieok’s tran- 
scendent, early love, his spouse Amalie, approved of 
these strange relations with wonderful gentleness 
and a most delicate tact, and the old romanticist 
seemed to feel very comfortohlo ns Count Oleiohon II. 

"When I made the ncquamtanco of Countess 
Fmkcnstoin she had with a touching fidohty ro» 
rered and honoured her fnond for over thirty yonrt# 
iccomuiodatcd horsdlf to each of his many humours, 
fulGUcd with the sacnfico of fortune every wish of 
bi3 exponsuo lovo of travelling and books and— 
ill wonder I — had htnrd him road certainly ton 
Lhousand times — nay, what la mqch more ro- 
mnrkiiblo still, with the same mpluro, with trans 
figured countLnanco, and a moat lively enthn 
BiQ^m — the various ploys of Shakespeare and the 
Spaniards 1 Lovo ovcrcomcth cvoiyihing, orco the 

fvery acquaintance, c\rry educated stranger, 
found ndrnt^non to tlic(*o n mi public readings A 
word of rccomintndatiOD, na), n simple silf 
inlnxluclion, ttcrw auflicieut lo ho graciouily ro- 
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ceived by Tieck And no savant, virtuoso, 
collector of curiosities, or inquisitive tourist who* 
passed tbrougb Dresden, neglected to spend an 
evening in bearing Ludwig Tieck read. Tbe old 
romanticist was partly regarded as a sight him- 
self. Eventually, the hired lackeys and guides 
of the hotels called in the morning quite uncere- 
moniously at Tieck’ s house, inquiring from Tieck’ s 
old domestic, Eriederike, if there were readings that 
night, adding that they had to announce such and 
such a number of strangers. And Tieck’s dear 
vanity was flattered to see himself thus run after. 

Besides, he was inexorably punctual as to the 
commencement of his readings. Even though he 
might be engaged in the most interesting conversa- 
tion with the most distinguished and fashionable 
guests, at 7 o’clock precisely he gave the signal to 
his old Eriederike, and the famous little table with 
the two wax tapers suddenly stood in the centre 
the room ; Tieck sat behind it in an arm cl 
Breathless, anxious silence m the room. What 
he going to read to-day ? One of Shakespear 
nerve-shaking Henrys, or the terrible Richai 
in., or one of his beloved Spaniards : “ The op 
secret,” or “The Judge of Zalamea” ? The 
anxious queries could be read on the faces of all t 
natives, and generally beside it a hearty mark 
exclamation . Would that it were a short comedy 
day I And then, when Tieck said with his sple 
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and mill her abundant roeana she founded for her 
idohiod poet n comfortable home free from care 
She conducted and paid for the honsehold, she did 
the honours on the occasiona of hia readings and 
aoirccs, eho unwcancdly nursed him when ho suffered 
grcatl} from gout, she accompanied him who was a 
lover of the theatre and afterwards a teacher of the 
dnraatio art, to tho theatre and Tieoh's tran 
Econdent, early love, his spouse Amnho, approved of 
thcK» Btrango relations witli wonderful gonlleness 
and a most doheato tact, and tho old romanticist 
Eccmed to feel very comfortable ns Count Oloichon IL 
‘When I mado the ncqumntanco of Countess 
Finkcnstein eho had with a touching fidelity re- 
vered ond honoured her fnond for over thirty years, 
accommodated herself to each of bifl many humours, 
fulfilled with the sacnfico of fortune ovciy Wish of 
hii cxjKja^iio love of travelling and boohs and— 
oh wonder I*— had licard him read certainly 
thousand times— nay, what is mqch more ro- 
trarl jhlo still, with the soroo rapture, with trims 
figurt-d counttnance, and a most h\olj cnlhu 
fia^rii— the vanous ploys of Jshakespearo and tho 
Spannnls I Ixivo ovcrcomelh everything, oven tho 
m rrc< 

I V •'y nc juQintance, every educated stranger, 
fciUL 1 ndrnmion to these rcmi public readings A 

nr d of recommeiulaiion, na\, a bimplo rrU' 
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ceived by Tieck. And no savant, virtuoso, 
collector of curiosities, or inquisitive tourist who* 
passed through Dresden, neglected to spend an 
evening in hearing Ludwig Tieck read. The old 
romanticist was partly regarded as a sight him-' 
self. Eventually, the hired lackeys and guides 
of the hotels called in the morning quite uncere- 
moniously at Tieck’s house, inquiring from Tieck’s 
old domestic, Friederike, if there were readings that 
night, adding that they had to announce such and 
such a number of strangers. And Tieck’s dear 
vanity was flattered to see himself thus run after. 

Besides, he was inexorably punctual as to the 
commencement of his readings. Even though he 
might be engaged in the most interesting conversa- 
tion with the most distinguished and fashionable 
guests, at 7 o’clock precisely he gave the signal to 
his old Friederike, and the famous little table with 
the two wax tapers suddenly stood in the centre of 
the room ; Tieck sat behind it in an arm chair. 
Breathless, anxious silence in the room What is 
he going to read to-day? One of Shakespeare’s 
nerve-shaking Henrys, or the terrible B-ichard 
III , or one of his beloved Spaniards . “ The open 
secret,” or “The Judge of Zalamea” ? These 
anxious queries could be read on the faces of all the 
natives, and generally beside it a hearty mark of 
exclamation : Would that it were a short comedy to- 
day I And then, when Tieck said with his splendid 
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sonorooB voice " The Judgo of Zalamea, a drama 
from tlio Spanish, by Calderon 1 " ivo, the 
initiated, fell vritb quiet aigbs nnd most resigned 
faces into the cosiest posaible position But if tbo 
Bound that came from between tbo two tapers was 
" Dcr rerbroebone Krug,” or, ” Minna von Barn 
bclm, ' iben a breatb of relief wont tbrongb tbo 
saloon 

When Ticcb was in a particnlnrly good humour 
bo would ask of those immediately about him 
What do my bonourablo guests wish to bear to 
day " And on all sides I, tbo spoiled favounto, 
received stealthy, imploring looks nnd soft on 
troalns to give words to tbo general hum- 
ming, rliicli I did, saying ‘ If you please, 
gnldigsUr nerr Ilofratb, a comedy, wbctlior it bo 
llolbrrgs ' ocbenatulic,’ or ‘ Geacbrdtige,' or 
OoMom s ‘ I ilgner or n merry piece by Qozzi 
I bale not laugbcit heartily for over so long’’ 
Then In, would sainitimra ibreatcii with bis finger, 
nnilm„ at tin’ fame time lo a most roguish manner, 
ravin„ ” M bo would iKbeie tlual, you wantonness I 
\\rll, vou fbull laugli lo ni„bl inernly nnd bearlUy 
Iki I not rayielf like lo bear ii?” 11ms wo were 
rsic-l from tin Ilenrvs and the bpaniarJs 

llitl e, Vi Kb- mule is a rplrndi 1 lurtnre 
o' li'e III a • -ill loan k lung m woman ree tses 
1 -ft- vi<i • at. 1 II forvwl lo wr’eoni all conliilly, 
<o S •riSiIa at 1 treat them fg- riiab 
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lished hon ton of the little town. The first arrival is 
a very bashful dame who can scarcely pronounce a 
word ; then follows a gossip with irresistible volu- 
bility of tongue; pleureuse (weeper) allows free 
■course to her soft, soft feelings and salt, salt tears ; 
a steady printer’s wife only has in view, and on her 
tongue, the practical side of life ; a schoolmaster’s 
better half enlarges on the philosophy of hfe, and at 
last, as sensational climax, three sisters enter at 
the same time, who always address the lymg-in 
woman all three at the same moment. How Tieck 
managed to read so that one really thought one 
heard three different voices at the same time is still a 
puzzle to me. Here the vocal artiste almost became a 
vocal magician But the effect was brilliant indeed. 
We did not laugh, we literally shrieked hke wanton, 
happy children, and even the invalid Hofrathm 
joined in heartily. But the little, withered face of the 
Countess Finkenstein beamed forth from her tulle 
puffs like sunshine. ' With splendid spirit the 
“master” also read the old monastic farce: “Die 
Sundfluth.’’ 

When Tieck intended to read from his own com- 
positions, all the regular frequenters were formally 
invited to the reading a few days before, and about 
hO persons would generally assemble in the saloon, 
the side and ante-chambers. It was taken very much 
amiss if anybody sent an excuse. We were received 
with a certain solemnity, and treated to tea and more 
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fcstivD cako than ordinarily Tho wax tapers -ivero 
thicker Ticck wore his best dress-coat and most 
solemn knot in his high, ■white cravat, and in 
honour of tho occasion tho Countess had a few more 
dotens of tuUe fnlts trembling round her ancient 
little face 

InquitonncnraptunngmanncrTiookrcnd hi3“For 
tunat ' “ Octanan," “ Gcnovcvn,” tho “ gcstiofelto 
Enter," and, above all, his " Bloubart-" Tlie latter 
■was a special favounto vtilh Countess Finkonstcin, 
and she looked forward like a child to tho pleasure 
of tho chief ctfecl which Ticck managed to produce 
with a singlu word At tho commencement of the 
Fcono in the blue room sho would lift her green 
shade and look at tho unsuspecting strangers with 
the eyes of a falcon sure of Ins prti Jio car, no 
hi art could rc5i“t \gncs awful scream by Tieck, 
“ llliitigf As if shaken by a dead inan’a hand tho 
noviciai were starthd, amlnchiU oien wont through 
the ranks of his iitiran listeners 

More ntid more nlUiclcil tiv gout, tho nged roman- 
ticist rar.Iy I ft his poi* casth Only when ho 
wasih'i„i 1 In alt iid nhcar<ais or js rfurinancis at 
ll •• ll aln in 1 is qi-aliy of dmmaturg — this post 
1 cl illnt Ismc. Js-J ..niidr. ccin 1 for it the mndi st 
sum . f s,„, ,1 ji ml „ „ cimmaruh-d to 

r_!totIr( art,! d c, nd d tin stair n iih ililTl- 
oi’ts a i' trp < u 1 a s<-’an-s-L.sir to cirrv liim to 
kudu 1 un lie rarr’jF Wen i itnsxn'r . tur-* 
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a year lie visited the mtendant, Herr von Luttichau, 
whose wife was an enthusiastic admirer of the 
old romanticist. Only his passion for books often 
made him forget his gout, and also his slender 
purse. If it came to his knowledge that somewhere 
a rare book, especially a very old edition of Shake- 
speare, was to be sold, he abandoned visitors, 
study, theatrical rehearsals, everything, hastened 
downstairs with youthful vivacity, promised the 
sedan-chair porters an extra gratuity if they stepped 
along at a brisk pace, and paid for the beloved book, 
in the unconcerned style peculiar to him in money 
matters, whatever price was required of him. He 
took home his treasure triumphantly, and should 
the Hofratbin sigh at the big price he had paid, he 
would caress her like a child. And the Countess had 
to laise sum after sum to make good the big deficit 
occasioned by the book-purchase. 

One Sunday the first performance of the 
“Glockner von Notre-dame” came off before a 
bumper house. At the outset the thing looked very 
well, my dance as Esmeralda was received with 
applause . . . but soon after, when the unfortunate 
Gervaise began to moan from the depth of her 
dungeon, hurling up her wild malediction to the 
light of the lamps, our torture began i the audience 
laughed ' And so it went on to the end. The 
famous group when Esmeralda hands to Quasimodo 

TOL. IV. E 
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festiro caVo tbon ordinarily Tho wax tapers Troro 
ihicbor TiccV. Tforo hia beat drcas^coat and most 
solemn knot in bis bigb, wlnto cravat, nnd in 
honour of tbo occasion tbo Conntess bad a four moro 
dozens of luUe frills tromblmg round bor ancient 
bttlo face 

In quitcnncnraptunng tnannorTicckrcad bis^For 
tunnl Oclavian,* ** Qcnovcva/' tho ** gesUefeUo 
Katcr, and, above all, Iub *' Blaubart *’ Tho latter 
was a special favoarita with Countess Finkonstom, 
and fiho looked forward like a child to tho pleasure 
of tho cliKf effect which Tiwk mnenged to produce 
with a single word At tho commcncomont of tbo 
scene in tho blue room sho would bfl her green 
sliado and look at tho unsuspecting Ptrangers with 
tbt of a falcon puiy of bis prt) Ko car, no 
bi-art could ri<»i»)t A^nes awful f cream by Ticck, 
** lllulig' * As if pliaktu byadt^d mans Inml Ibo 
nottcra TM.ro ptarik-d nudachiU oven went through 
tk< nuts of Iji^ nn h torn r-i 
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'Osity. Nobody succeeded in captivating, m over- 
wbelming the audience.” 

“ Herr Hof rath ! ” I exclaimed, with warm in- 
dignation, “ the audience did not laugh down us 
actors, but the wretched ridiculous piece. But you 
— you are unjust. And you know that I sacn- 
ficed something when I agreed to undertake the part 
of Esmeralda to accommodate myself to your and 
.the intendant’s wish . . . and this is my reward I ” 
J burst into tears. 

Dorothea had entered the library. She took me 
into her arms and said feelingly . “ Do look at my 
father, do ” And to be sure, Tieck smiled 
benignly : “ W ell done, child 1 How the true 
comedienne blood boils up ! That is the way I like 
my comediennes. But let us make peace now, 

‘ Brause-kopfchen ’ ” (little hot-head). 

Indeed, Tieck was irresistible when he adopted 
such tones. 

But the greatest sacrifice I brought the old 
dramaturg was when, at his urgent request, I under- 
took to play Lady Macbeth — I, with my comedy- 
face, with my merry voice, with my copversational 
tone of speech, was to play the dreadful Lady 
Macbeth ! 

On making known to him my doubts, Tieck said 
lightly . “ A comedienne must be able to conjure up 
from her inner heart according to want the true 
tones of her character ; and ^as for the comedy-face. 
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the jug, aroused bilanty on account of Pauli’s ro- 
gulation mask— one eyo and two bumps , FroUo’s 
lamentations in tbo dungeon scene wore laughed 
down iloreoveri Quasimodo-Pauli was unlncky 
Dunng tbo rehearsals bo earned bis Esmeralda with 
becoming gracefulness from tbo funeral pile into 
the ' sanctuary’* upon tbo stops of Notro-damo 
Put dunng tbo performance tbo tight costumo of 
Quasimodo, and tbo fear that bis two bumps might 
aliifl, impeded him, and after three stops bo lob 
mo glide out of bis arms Thus, of course, tho 
calling of ‘sanctuary’* was bound to produce a 
comic effect. 

The recognition of tho mother passed without 
producing tho least effect, and prenous to tho fall 
of ibo curtain the dragging of tbo huge money bag 
ncro*^ tilt Rinall e-tage produced tbo most unbounded 
bilintv among the gentle audience 

^txt monnng I found TiecV. wearing a red dross- 
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dramaturg of bis time bad be nob been at tbe same 
time tbe old romanticist, and so obstinate and full 
of humours and wbims. 

His most mournful experience as to bis Spaniards 
Tieck bad witb Calderon’s ‘'Dame Kobold,” in 
Dresden — fortunately before my time. Tbe play 
was received very unfavourably at its first repre- 
sentation at tbe beginning of January, 1826. Bub 
when, against tbe advice of tbe stage- managers and 
bis friends, Tieck announced Dame Kobold again 
a few days afterwards, and when it became known 
among tbe people that Tieck bad declared haughtily 
that tbe Dresden ‘people ought to be educated to 
tbe height of a Calderon and bis Dame Kobold, 
a threatening multitude crowded tbe theatre that 
night, which answered tbe rising of tbe curtain, 
and tbe first words by Julius and Pauli, by hissing 
so that tbe two artistes bowed and withdrew. A 
second attempt to ^ start the play was prevented 
more demonstratively still. Tbe audience got their 
money returned and went home laughing. 

How did Tieck revenge himself ? Next morning 
be bad tbe play “ Erziebung macbt den Menschen ” 
(Education and good breeding make a man), by 
Ayrenbof, pub on tbe stage. 

And what numbers of interesting and amiable 
men I became acquamted with durmg Tieck’s read- 
ing-nigbts I 



244 


MEVorrs OF KAnotmE dax/ee 


you put on a btnck blacken your cye-browe^ 
paint yourpclf a greyisb wbitc, and bo not sparing 
TrUh the ' lines of energy * about the comers of tho 
iDonlb and tho eye-brows ” 

But then I said rc'olutclr “Xo, ITorr nofmth, 
Dpt'sden shnll not sco mo ns a cancaturo, bohovo 
roe 1 wdl undertnVo tho part to please yon, and 
mil not l>o idle in the study of tho part , but I 
know too well that I have not got tho stuff of n 
Lady Macbeth in me — I am sure to ronko a fiasco ** 
And nllhough I did not exactly make a fiasco, the 
nudiinco nevertheless remained pretty callous de- 
spite mj utmost z*al to infuse awe and terror into 
their foiil« Fven to this day I nppreemto tho verdict 
which the learned Pnneo Tohann, afterwards King 
of ^ ixon\, pronomie<d to Tiock regnnling my Lady 
^Incbith I nclnonlidgo rrunhm Bautra great 
ddu nco and htr int<nigcnt appreciation of this 
iht t dns*U»l of ^hatt<j«nrcs feroak tvpns, but— 
01 r r ns unabl to r ri /if hi r 1 ady Macbeth n ith bi mg 
nh! to do nil tho t* rritilo gruesome, bloody tilings 
fhf' sid n d !>■ rfi)rm»d * 
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dramaturg of liis time bad 
time tbe old romanticist, aad so c ' 
of bumours and wbims. 

His most mournful experience as to I's ri" n'" > 
Tieck bad witb Calderon’s ‘'Dance ;n 

Dresden — fortunately before rcy tinne, 7' e ;7.y 
was received very unfavourably at 5t, v r^'nre- 
sentation at tbe beginning of January. Icib. Dijt 
when, against tbe advice of tbe 'ta^e-rnan-i'/er and 
bis friends, Tieck announced Dame Xo/Jd a^oiin 
a few days afterwards, and v/ben it becifne bnov/ri 
among tbe people that Tieck bad deek’ed baun/btily 
that tbe Dresden people ought to be educiied to 
tbe height of a Calderon and bis Dame Kobold, 
a threatening multitude crowded tbe theatre tiiat 
night, which answered tbe rising of tlie curtain, 
and tbe first words by Julius and Pauli, by liishing 
so that tbe two artistes bowed and withdrew. A 
second attempt to^start the pl,y pn^vemted 
more demonstratiTely still, Tl.o 

money returned and went home laughinr/- 
How did Tieck revenge himself V 7 a 
te Had the play “ Er.eH^ .,,^1 

(Education and good breeding/ n i. 

^ 1 ii 4. <-1 i. ° a man), by 

Ayrenbof, put on tbe stage. ^ 

* * % 

And wliat numbers of intere„ti„ ^ *• nle 

„en I became acquainted with durimf-pi^^t’s rea^' 

ing-nigbts 1 ° 


:4C MEMOIRS OF K\rOLI\E BiVEF 

One of tlio most zealous of Ticcks disciples 
Eduard von CUlou', who sat unwcnricdlj' at the fcofc 
of the master, and under his direction translated 
plavB and novels from the English, Eronch, Italian, 
Latin, and Spanish TIo was then somewhat over 
thirty years old, and was the father of tho mu<^ical 
prodigy Hans Guido ^on Bulow, who became such 
a great pianoforte nrtnoso afterwards In Fduard 
von Btilow*8 whole appcaraoco there was something 
enigmatical, myatonous, gloomy and when ono 
evening at Tieck’a house ho read out to us his grno- 
Eome novel, *' Dis Gowis^en/* tho thought forced 
Itself upon my mind those aro Jark pictures taken 
from his own life I 
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quite out of breath and heated, giving thus vent to 
his feelings : “ To-day the Spanish lady is up again, 
and but yesterday she has upset all our heads. No, 
you cannot believe what whims she has in her head ! 
She demands quite for her own self special drapery, 
light, and scenery ; she intends to have herself ad- 
mired first of all in the background on the stage 
amidst red drapery, and light reflected from many 
extra lamps from above, as Mau vivant, in a 
fantastic position, before she sallies forth. I^obody 
pleases her, and even our ballet master often docs 
not understand her funny French. Then lier eyes 
flash, and she stamps with her foot like a iiaimhty 
boy. I was to tell you, by the bye, miss, that^oii 
need not come to the rehearsal at nine, but only at 

ten o’clock ; for till then the Spanish lady alone will 
occupy the stage ” 


Hardly had the old porter, who was greatly put 
about, left nae, when Herr you Bulow, who hved iu 
the same house wath me, seat his oomphmeuts to 
luqurre rf he uught, ru spate of the early urorum. 
hour, be permitted to call on me on = 

matter that admitted of no delay' T+ ° 
v. ^eiay. It indeed 

be Bomethmg important which could brm. the 
learned gentleman so soon out of 1 ° 

gown. He who ordinarily gpoP_ ^ dressmg- 

softly, and slowly, and deliberated 

room in the greatest excitement hi 

and his first winged word was « / ^ 

fiola Montez I ’ ’ 
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“"ioa too, Eirl’ I interrupted bun, laughing 
‘ ‘Where do I find a duo to this inconstancy?” 

“ Lola Monttz would liko to make your nearer 
ncqunintnnce Yesterday as Donna Diana you took 
the fiery child of Spam by storm Beautiful Lolita 
Fat beside me, dapping her hands liko n child, 
nnd called out ngnin and again, almost somewhat 
too loud for our Dresden habits ‘Oli, la holla 
Donna I Jc voudmis la coonnuro 1 ** 

" ^ cry flatlenngl But who and what is this 
maultm from abroad, I am cunous to knoa ? 

“The most lovely charming nnd amiable creature** 
** And you say that to my face, the face of tho 
fh nm ? I paid J».bling1y, interrupting tho 
i nthnsn«t 
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4iloiie, williout protection, does this dangerous butter- 
fly flutter through the lands ? ” 

“ Oh, she is virtuous — virtuous and proud and 
brave, like Jeanne d’Arc. When my wife, who is 
also charmed and enchanted by Lolita, as all are who 
see her, gently hinted at the danger of her want of 
protection, Lolita, with flaming eyes, drew a small 
pointed dagger as sharp as a needle, made a charm- 
ing gesture, saying proudly : ‘ Voila mon protecteur I ’ 
Is not that charming? And how honest, how 
naively open-hearted she is ! When I conducted 
her through our picture-galleries yesterday she said 
that Haphael and Coreggio wefiried her with their 
everlasting red-haired Madonnas ; on the other 
hand, she stopped with shining eyes m front of a 
very middling painting of a Spanish bull-fight and a 
fandango, clapping her hands with delight — and the 
evening before yesterday she yawned aloud over the 
glorious tenor-air by Monani and said that Lucie 
was enough to put one to sleep.” 

“ And that, you, the poet, admire ? ” 

“ Yes, I admire the pure unadulterated nature 
in this girl. She has not yet been affected by the 
sickliness of our msthetic teas. I think her original, 
striking, bold.” 

“ But Dresden I ” 

“ Yes, in the lukewarm view we take of life, the 
standing alone, the mdependence, the whole of the 
irank and bold originabty of the beautiful Lola, 
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miplit not bo judged quite bo favourably, and tboro- 
forc I have come to nab vou to take the oharmitig 
creature a bttlo under your protection on tho 
stage ” 

“ In other words, I am to chaperon tho beautifnl 
Spaniard’ I, who am Blill Dresdon’a leading 
nclreaa? Well, I mnst say that it is a peculiar now- 
part which vou allot to mo ’ 

But cvcntiinllv I promised to take a kindly 
interest in I/olita. 
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mixture of cbild-like 'ways, wantonness, flasbing^ 
glow, and unrestrained defiance in ber whole 
appearance, bad a kind of weird captivating 
power. Now I understood tbe momentary frenzy 
of Herr von Bulow, wbo was ordinarily so sedate. 
Was I not myself already irresistibly captivated by 
tbe beautiful spoiled child ? 

When tbe dance was finished, I advanced from 
tbe side-scenes. Scarcely bad Lola perceived me, 
when she threw herself upon my neck with shouts 
of loy, and cried : “ Enfin I ma bella Donna. Tbe 
vous tbaime, nous nous prdtbenterons tbe tboir 
entbemble ! moi, tbe dantberai, vous parlerez, 
tbe tbera tbarmant.” And so she went on in 
her lisping accent, quite bewildering. “ I love 
beauty and tbe dance. I also want to be celebrated 
like you — ^but as a dancer. I am passionately fond 
of dancing. "We are both beautiful — I like the 
south, you like tbe north. I love you, and you 
must love me too.” And bopping away, she called 
out to me with her clear merry voice and her child- 
bke laugh : ‘^Au revoir, ma bella Donna — a tbe 
tboir, a tbe tboir 1 ” 

But strangely enough, the audience remained pretty 
cold over tbe attitude of tbe beautiful Spaniard and 
her qmcksilvery bounds that evening Where in 
tbe world were her admirers ? Had I not seen that 
afternoon wreaths and bouquets that were intended 
for Lola Montez. Were their lordships tbe married 
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might not bo judged quite bo favourably, and tboro- 
fore I have como to ask yon to take tbo oharming^ 
creature a little under your protection on tlio 
stage " 

“ In other words, I am to chaperon the beautiful 
Spaniard? I, ulio am Btill Dresden’s leading 
actress ? IVoll, I must any that it is a peculiar now 
part which you allot to me ” 

But eventually I promised to take a kindly 
interest in Lolita 

At ten o clock I wont to the rehearsal of the 
comedy “Dio Wnssorkur” But I nrnvcd much 
too soon Lola Ifonter had not done yet with licr 
now nrrangomonts, draponos, and attitiidos At 
last the lightning from nbovo fell with suirioient 
bnlliancy upon her “ Ining picture,’ and she could 
sally forth to perform her Spanish national dnnet 
Ilcr manner of dancing was pcciilinr She dnnceil 
neither very mgomonsly nor gracefully Iftr jxii 
came out bv starts, quicksilver like But her 
bounds were bold, fierv, striking, and she lookeil 
avondirfully beautiful I had time to look nt her 
from one of the wings Her figure was ton thin to 
be perfectly lieantifuLbiit hcrileheale, girlish hi-ad, 
with the jet black glo sv hair, the trauspareiit 
delicate pah ne s of her youthful face, tlie n „ulsr 
cnstocratic fratun*s and, nbavi' nil, h r eit i, her 
largi', deep blue sbnung ry(“, an 1 her Inrely smile 
were ictoxicatingly beautiful And this stran^n 
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mixture of cliild-like ways, wantonness, flasliing' 
glow, and unrestrained defiance in lier wliole 
appearance, liad a kmd of weird captivating 
power. Now T understood the momentary frenzy 
of Herr von Bulow, wlio was ordinarily so sedate. 
"Was I not myself already irresistibly captivated by 
tbe beautiful spoiled child ? 

When the dance was finished, I advanced from 
the side-scenes. Scarcely had Lola perceived me, 
when she threw herself upon my neck with shouts 
of ]oy, and cried : “ Enfin I ma bella Donna. The 
vous thaime, nous nous prethenterons the thoir 
enthemble I moi, the dantherai, vous parlerez, 
the thera tharmant.” And so she went on in 
her lisping accent, quite bewildering. “ I love 
beauty and the dance. I also want to be celebrated 
like you — but as a dancer. I am passionately fond 
of dancing. We are both beautiful — I like the 
south, you like the north. I love you, and you 
must love me too.” And hopping away, she called 
out to me with her clear merry voice and her child- 
hke laugh : ^^Au revoir, ma bella Donna — a the 
thoir, a the thoir I ” 

Butstrangelyenoughjtheaudience remained pretty 
cold over the attitude of the beautiful Spaniard and 
her qiiicksilvery bounds that evening. Where in 
the world were her admirers ? Had I not seen that 
afternoon wreaths and bouquets that were intended 
for Lola Montez. Were their lordships the married 
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men not permitted to do pnblio liotnnge to the 
dancer ? I was told that the lloirers bad boon 
reserved for tbo second dance But Lola would 
not dance any more before such ungrateful bar- 
barians I So tbo intendant, von Lflttiohau, told 
mo rather oieitedly I was on the way to tho 
parlour, carrying my two bttlo spaniels on my 
arm, with which Fruuloin Berg was to appear m 
tho second act as an enthusiastio dog fancier “ Tou 
must help mo to bnng round tbo obstinate little 
thing 1 " the intendant continued. " ily resources 
are Gnisheil, and os for you, tho Iittlo hob- 
gohha IS quite infatuated with you I had to 
proraiso her to put anolhcr comedy on tho stage 
to morrow in which you appear No such an ill 
bred young damsel have I over yet before en- 
countered on tho stage There, SCO yourself 1 " So 
8ayin„, tiorr von LQttiolinu opened tho door of tho 
dancer s dre-sing room 

A\ lint presented itself to our eyes was, indeed, 
an eiccedingly cotnieal pcluro in tho frame of tho 
door Loh Montci stood in tho middle of tho room 
dressed in her tiny fa|>anish b-illet costume , her 
hands supported on the toilet tahl , she hojijed 
liVo a lutio school nirl, and ttriicV out savagely 
with both her he-els wor-o than tho most sjurtled 
litth foal And in a semi circle arouml her a- a 
most rvsjwctable distance— owm., to her Lic'eing— 
liicre stoed, with dowfai , liclplen oca, the 
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bandmasters Lipmski and Reissiger, the theatrical 
secretary "Winkler, Hofrath Cams, Herr von 
Billow, and another half-dozen of glowing enthu- 
siasts, whilst Lola shrieked, during her gymnastics : 

Hon ! the ne dance plus ! on n’a pas applaudi 
quand the faithais tha ” (indicating kissing hands) 
“ the ne dance plus devant un tel publique.” 

I with difficulty restrained myself from joining in 
this scene with ringing laughter, especially when 
her admirers, with nonplussed faces, requested me 
by signs to come to their assistance I entered the 
dressing-room. Scarcely had Lola noticed me and 
my little dogs when she stopped in her wild jumps, 
and with a daring salto mortale,” she came up to 
me, singing out jubilantly: ‘'Oh, ma bella Donna ! 
Oh, thes tholis thiens 1 Oh ! thes bithoux . . mais, 

the ne dance plus devant un tel publique m^con- 
naissant,” and she was about resuming her former 
operations. 

“ And what is to become of the many beautiful 
flowers which are intended for you, and whose 
fragrance already fills the house ? ” I said, in 
Drench. 

“ Flowers ! Flowers in the theatre ? I have 
seen none ; no one has thrown me any, although I 
threw my prettiest kiss.” 

“ Don’t you know you are to get the flowers only 
after the second dance ? Such is the custom in 
Dresden.” 
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men not permitted to do pnbho liomago to the 
dancer ? I was told that the flowers had been 
reserved for the second dance But Lola would 
not dance any more before snch ungrateful bar- 
banana 1 So the intendant, von Liittiohau, told 
me rather excitedly I was on the way to the 
parlour, carrying my two httle spaniels on my 
arm, with which Frfiulem Berg was to appear m 
the second not as an enthusiastic dog famaer “ Ton 
must help me to bnng round the obstinate little 
thing 1 ” the intendant contmued. “ My resources 
are finished, and aa for you, the httle hob- 
goblin 13 quite infatnated with you I had to 
promise her to put another comedy on the stage 
to-morrow in which you appear No enoh an ill 
bred young damsel have I over yet boforo on 
countered on tho stage There, seo yourself 1 " So 
saying, Herr von LUtlichau oponod tho door of tho 
dancer s dressing room 

“What presented itself to our eyes was, indeed, 
an exceedingly comical p oturo in tho frame of tho 
door Lola Monte* stood in tho middle of tho room 
dressed m her liny Spanish ballet costume , her 
hands supported on tho toilot table, alio hopped 
like a liltlo school girl, and struck out saiagely 
with both her heels worse than tho moat apinled 
littlo foal And in a somi circlo around her at a 
most respectable distance— owing to her Licking — 
there stood, with downcast, helpless mion, tho 
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bandmasters Lipmski and Reissiger, the theatrical 
secretary "Winkler, Hofratli Cams, Herr von 
Biilorr, and anotlier lialf-dozen of glowing enthu- 
siasts, whilst Lola shiieked, during her gymnastics : 
“ Non 1 the ne dance plus ! on n’a pas applaudi 
qunnd the faitliais tlia” (indicating kissing hands) 
the ne dance plus devant un tel publique.” 

I with difficulty restrained myself from joining in 
this scene with ringing laughter, especially when 
her admirers, with nonplussed faces, requested me 
by signs to come to tlieir assistance I entered the 
dressing-room. Scarcely had Lola noticed me and 
my little dogs when she stopped in her wild jumps, 
and with a daring ‘‘ salto mortale,” she came up to 
me, singing out jubilantly: “Oh, ma bella Donna ^ 
Oh, thes thohs thiens ! Oh ! thes bithous . . . mais, 
the ne dance plus devant un tel publique m^con- 
naissant,” and she was about resuming her former 
operations. 

“And what is to become of the many beautiful 
flowers which are intended for you, and whose 
fragrance already fills the house ? ” I said, m 
French. 

“ Flowers I Flowers in the theatre ? I have 
seen none ; no one has thrown me any, although I 
threw my prettiest kiss.’* 

“ Don’t you know you are to get the flowers only 
after the second dance ? Such is the custom in 
Dresden.” 
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men not permitted to do public homage to the 
danoer ? I was told that the flowers had been 
reserved for the second dance But Lola would 
not dance any more before such ungrateful bar- 
barians I So the mtendant, von Liittiohau, told 
me rather excitedly I was on the way to the 
parlour, carrying my two httle spamels on my 
arm, with which Prfiuloin Berg was to appear m 
the second act as an enthusiastic dog fancier “ You 
must help me to bnog round the obstinate httle 
thing 1 ’* the mtendant contmued. My resources 
are hnished, and as for you, the httle hob- 
goblm 18 quite infatuated with yon I had to 
promise her to put another comedy on the stogo 
to morrow in which you appear No snoh an ill 
bred young damsel have I over yet boforo on 
countered on tho stage There, boo yourself I ” So 
saying, Ilorr von Lhttiobau opened tho door of tho 
dancer s dressing room 

YThat presented itself to our eyes was, indeed, 
an exceedingly comical p ctnro in tho frame of tho 
door LolaMontcz stood in tho middle of the room 
dressed in her tiny Spanish ballet costume , her 
hands supported ou tho toilet table, she hopped 
hko a liUlo school girl, and struck out Ea\agoIy 
with both her heels worse than tho most spirited 
little foal And m a somi circle around her nt a 
most rdpcctablo distnuco— owing to her kiching— 
there stood, with downcast, helpless mii.o, tho 
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bandmasters Lipinski and Reissiger, the theatrical 
secretaiy "Winkler, Hofrath Cams, Herr von 
Bulow, and another lialf-dozen of glowing enthu- 
siasts, whilst Lola shrieked, during her g 3 ^muastics : 
“ Non ! the ne dance plus ! on n’a pas applaudi 
quand the faithais tha” (indicating kissing hands) 
“ the ne dance plus devant un tel publique.” 

I with difficulty restrained myself from joining in 
this scene with ringing laughter, especially when 
her admirers, with nonplussed faces, requested me 
by signs to come to their assistance. I entered the 
dressing-room Scarcely had Lola noticed me and 
my little dogs when she stopped in her wild jumps, 
and with a daring “ salto mortale,” she came up to 
me, singing out jubilantly : “ Oh, ma bella Donna 1 
Oh, thes tholis thiens 1 Oh I thes bithoux . . mais, 

the ne dance plus devant un tel publique mdcon- 
naissant,” and she was about resuming her former 
operations. 

“ And what is to become of the many beautiful 
flowers which are intended for you, and whose 
fragrance already fills the house ? ’* I said, in 
French. 

“ Flowers I Flowers in the theatre ? I have 
seen none ; no one has thrown me any, although I 
threw my prettiest kiss.” 

“ Don’t you know you are to get the flowers only 
after the second dance ? Such is the custom in 
Dresden.” 
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men not permitted to do public homage to the 
dancer ? I was told that the flowers had been 
reserved for the second dance But Lola would 
not danoe any more before such ungrateful bar- 
banana I So the lutendant, von Lflttiohau, told 
me rather excitedly I was on the way to the 
parlour, carrying my two httle spamels on my 
arm, with which Frfiulem Berg waa to appear in 
the second act oa on enthusiastio dog fancier ** You 
must help me to bnng round the obstinate little 
thing I ** the mtendnnt continued " Afy resonroos 
are finished, and oa for you, the httlo hob- 
goblin is quite infatuated with you I had to 
promise her to put another comedy on the stage 
to-morrow m which you appear No such on ill 
bred young damsel have I over yet before en- 
countered on tho stage There, boo yoursolf 1 ” So 
saying, Herr von LfiUichau opened the door of the 
dancer s dressing room 

TVhat presented itself to our eyes was, indeed, 
an exceedingly comical p oturo in tho frame of tho 
door Irolailontez stood in tho middle of tho room 
dressed m her tiny Spanish ballet coalumo , her 
hand* Bupportod on tho toilet table, sho lioppcd 
like a liitlo school girl, and struck out savagely 
with both her heel* worse than tho moat sjunlcd 
httlo foal And in a soitii circle around her at a 
mo'^t ^e^pectabIo distnuco— owin^ to her Licking— 
there stood, with downcast, helpless mien, tho 
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bandmasters Lipinski and Reissiger, the theatrical 
secretary "Winkler, Hofratli Cams, Herr von 
Bulov*, and another half-dozen of glowing enthu- 
siasts, w’hilst Lola shrieked, during her gymnastics * 
“ Hon ! the ne dance plus I on n’a pas applaudi 
qiiand the faitliais tha” (indicating kissing hands) 
“ the ne dance plus devant nn tel pubhque ” 

I with difficulty restrained myself from joining in 
this scene with ringing laughter, especially when 
her admirers, with nonplussed faces, requested me 
by signs to come to their assistance. I entered the 
dressing-room. Scarcely had Lola noticed me and 
my little dogs when she stopped in her wild jumps, 
and wnth a daring salto mortale,” she came up to 
me, singing out jubilantly : ** Ob, ma bella Donna * 
Oh, thes thohs thiens 1 Oh I thes bithoux . . . mais, 
the ne dance plus devant un tel pubhque mdcon- 
naissant,” and she was about resuming her former 
operations. 

“ And what is to become of the many beautiful 
flowers which are intended for you, and whose 
fragrance already fills the house ^ ” I said, m 
French. 

“ Flowers I Flowers in the theatre ? I have 
seen none ; no one has thrown me any, although I 
threw my prettiest kiss.” 

“ Don’t you know you are to get the flowers only 
after the second dance? Such is the custom in 
Dresden.” 
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“ Pas possible ? ” 

** And there are -wreaths among them with 
streamers of satin, and poetry printed on them ” 
The dantherai 1 The dantherai I Quel bon 
hear I de thoUs bouquets, des mbans, des vers — the 
dantherai I the dantherai I " and snatching 
a dog from mj hands, and throwing it up high mto 
the air and catching it again, Lola Montez danced 
about the small room like a twirling stick, so that 
her admirers timidly sought the comers 

The defiant child had changed into a gay, jubi 
lant one Thus she danced her second danco, was 
applauded and called out by ber admirers, and 
wreaths and bouquets and poems wore thrown at 
her feet Beaming with happiness, she gathered 
them up, and after the dropping of the curtain she 
could find no cod of showing us her treasures, and 
to cry “ Oh, quo the thuiB hourouso I voycz done 
tbes flours, thes rubaus ot thes rors I 

And this rapture was so child like, smeoro, and 
natural that no one grudged her this Iittlo tnumph, 
and no sntonng srailo spoiled it. 

IjoIu ifontez appeared only onco more as bal 
Urmn, in Dresden, in 1842, for the public did not 
upprcciato her quicksilrcr pas But the number 
of btr |>enJonal udmirors grew from day to day, 
nnd the btautiful Lolita swam for the |>onod of a 
forloight from one fwlival given m her honour to 
nuotUtr, the proudest ladies In DresJon did cot 
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disdain to pay tlieir respects to the beautiful 
daughter of the Oarlist general. On the occasion 
of such an enchanting feast, Lola was desired 
to appear in her complete costume as dancer. 
From the Court the Spanish songstress received 
n beautiful bracelet as a keepsake. Enough, 
Lola might be well satisfied with her dehut in 
Dresden, and she played her role as Oarlist general’s 
daughter witb much tact and good luck to a success- 
ful end. 

But when Lola Montez came back to Dresden the 
1‘oUowing year, her halo of virtue had faded away. 
The dreadful Prince Reuss had just turned her 
away, an unfaithful mistress. Also, the belief in 
her claim to be the daughter of a Oarlist general 
had exploded. She was not received at Court now. 
Even her former patronesses and admu’ers shunned 
her, and did not know what to do with embarrassment 
when even her name was mentioned. The young 
adventuress continued to be seen m the company of 
a few bold young gentlemen, among them Gottfried 
Semper, the architect. 

Nevertheless her star was to rise again shortly 
after in Berlin — just as a brilliant shooting star. She 
danced in the Opera House, and the golden youth 
of Berhn lay at her feet. Also, the handsome, melan- 
choly, pale-looking Prince Waldemar, named after 
his travels in the Indies, the Indian Prince, who was 
destined to die so young, temporarily forsook Bet- 
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tana's beantafnl daughter and paid his passionate- 
homage to the Spanish dancer, and the bold Amaion 
visited him in his tent during a mflitary bivouao in 
the neighbourhood of Berhn 

On the stage Lola manifested the same cnpnces 
as in Dresden Once when she was to appear with 
a guitar which did not please her, she threw it on 
the ground between the wings, broke it to pieces 
witb ber feet, and, in full costume, hasteuod out of 
the house She was already seated in a cab—nt 
tbnt moment lutondnnb von Kilstnor got sight of 
her, and said to her roiy gravely " If yon do not 
fulBl your engagements on the stage this evening, I 
shall bo obliged to make it publicly known— and you 
will never again appear on this stage — mademoxiellCf 
gamuts /*' 

Then she bethought herself, left tho cab — and 
danced with another guitar 

But when the Iiaudsorac, pale ** Indian Pnnoo " 
no longer sufficed her — whoa she raised her Gory 
eyes to a bnlliant Emperor — Lola cxpononccd that 
one docs not in Bcrlm chostiso gendarmes with im- 
pumu 

Emperor Nicolas was in Berlin on a visit In 
bis honour a grand military ro>iow was held on the 
Kreuzberg Among the thouBnuds and thousand^ 
of spectators was also Lola "Montez beniitifull) 
mounted on lionuhick but sliodid not merely winh 
to see, she also wanted to bo seen AInnIy her 
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spirited horse and lier audacious whip had made , 
a path to nearly where the Russian Emperor was — 
a few more tricks and kicks, and she would have 
succeeded in directing upon her seductive person the 
rather susceptible eyes of the autocrat of all the 
Russias — when a Prussian gendarme seized the reins 
of her horse, calling out to her a threatening “ Zu- 
ruck I but the next moment her horsewhip came 
smacking down upon his gnm visage. Lola was 
arrested, and that she was only expelled from Berlin 
was owing to an autograph secret order of Rmg' 
Eriedrich Wilhelm III. 

Lola’s successful career at Munich, where she 
ruled over King Ludwig, overthrew the Cabinet 
Abel, which apposed her elevation to the rank of 

Countess von Mansfeld, and became the cause of the 

1 

revolution in Munich, and of the abdication of her 
royal patron . and her melancholy death in misery 
and despair in a hospital of Kew York, in 1861, are 
' known. 

Also her enthusiastic admirer, Eduard von Bulow, 
died early after an adventurous, obscure life. Soon 
after Lola’s departure and Tieck’s going to live in 
Berlin, Bulow likewise left Dresden, living without 
rest, now here, now there. Afterwards 1 heard that 
he had been divorced from his wife, and having got 
entangled in revolutionary intrigues, had been obliged 
to quit Germany. Soon he married a cousin of his, 

s 
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a mystenouB Oountesa Billow, and took np his abode 
witb ber in tbe old Caatle of Oetlisbansen, in tbe 
Canton Tbnrgau, not far from my Broelberg, whiob 
I must call my “ Qnalberg’ There Eduard von 
Billow died as early as ISSd 
Another enthnaiostio disciple and admirer of 
Master Tieck was the poet Ernst Baron von Brun- 
now, a brother of the distinguished Enssian Ambas- 
sador in London The widowed Frau von Bmnnow, 
with her son and daughter, had one of the most 
agreoable houses in Dresden, and the most select 
company of townspeople and strangers assembled 
regularly at her house on Sunday evenings Both 
her son and daughter wore unfortunate enough to 
bo terribly deformed and shobkmgly ugly — perfect 
dwarfs, with gigantic heads, and hunohos and humps 
in front and back Naughty scomors said of Ernst 
von Brunnow, tho poet of " Dlnoh von Hutton ” 

“ Ho Carnes his Pnmnssus upon his back I ” But in 
these ugly shells there lived noble souls and a wealth 
of genius They boro tlioir ugliness nnd nsthmatio 
troubles with great resignation nnd cheerfulness 
Fruulein i on Brunnow, moreover, was a passionate 
dancer — and owing to her amiability, she never 
wanted partners who did not o\on fear tho appear- 
ance of ndiculo , but why this dancing gnome was 
so fond of marking her humpi in front nnd back 
with gigantic pink bows, I have never been able to 
understand 
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"Well, if good Ernst von Brunnow, of whom his 
-excellent mother used to say with tears in her eyes, 
^'My noble Ernst makes me the happiest of mothers!” 
— if onl}'- tins Ernst had not had two small 
weaknesses, the first to wish to read like Tieck, 
the second to love me passionately. 

I see to this day in my remembrance, the ugly, 
gnome-like figure, squatting m an easy-chair of red 
velvet, his shocking giant head popping up between 
the two candles, and the two greenish watery eyes 
flittering, burning with love, and hear the giant 
mouth declaim with pathos the poet’s favourite senti- 
mental romance, in which a sweet girl sucks the 
poisoned wound of her lover And all around me I 
hear elderly young ladies with sympathetic sighs and 
moans, saying : “ How ethereal — full of feeling — ■ 
graceful — ^ingenious — original — highly poetical.” 

When soon after I brought a beautiful bouquet to 
the unhappy poet on the occasion of his birthday, 
his tearful eyes looked at me so very amorously, and 
the good Baroness said with emotion : “ Beloved 
Caroline, give my noble Ernst a kiss — he loves you 
so warmly, you know — and if he were well . . 

My blood curdled — but I controlled myself, made 
the amorous gnome, who reached up to my elbow, 
stand upon a stool — fearlessly seized the ugly head 
— shut both eyes — and kissed him on brow and eyes. 

In the autumn of 1836, Karl von Holtei appeared 
n,t Tieck’s readings, together with his second wife. 
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Julie Holrbeoher, vrith wliom I had plajed on the- 
KSnigatadt stage in Berlin twelve years ago Both 
had meanwhile became rather reduced in circum- 
stances, their principal engagements having been 
•with small wandering troupes for a long time past 
Poor Julie appeared especially discouraged and 
broken hearted They were gomg to try if they 
could not rehabilitate themselves for a greater 
theatre by a senes of performances on a loading 
Court-stage "With this object in view, Herr von 
Holtoi read at Tiock’s his own thoatncal composi 
tiona, m which ho was gomg to appear with liis wife 
I heard him read out with much humour, “Dwi und 
droiszig Minuton in Grdnborg,* at which perfor- 
mnnco his singing Silosino accent stood him in good 
stead, but, on the otlior hand, it stood very much m 
the nay of his Shukespearo readings 

But Herr von Ldttichau roundly refused tho 
request of tho tnviUmg artistes to bo allowed to 
porfonn on the Dresden stage— till Iloltoi auccco<lcd 
in winning over Pnncois Atnalio Tlion tlio Int« n 
dant had to oliej IIollci, in pnxTito life so rimblo 
appeared on tho stage very stiCT — and his poor luho 
was a shy little bird, willi broken wings Matters 
wore aggmvatcil, because the couple did not undir* 
stand how to put themsc!\<.s on a fn ntlljr footing, 
with Ihi othcrnrti'Ui %of tho m\nlsta^« inDn^dm 
lloltci nlunvs had a j^nid^o ngnin^t m* , In'Cum * 

I succeeded Kttcr on Ihoeingo than his two Piwuiii 
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At the very outset of my engagement at the roy^Jl 
theatre in Berlin, I -was paid a much higher salary 
than Liiise von Holtei, and had I not been there, 
perhaps Julie Holzbecher, a pupil of Mad. Stioh’s, 
might have been engaged. And now the pair met 
me again in the envied position of leading actress 
in Dresden while they themselves could not get a 
footing on a large stage, and had to wander on, with- 
out home, without rest. 

But only two years later, Julie von Holtei was to 
find the rest she had longed for so ardently — under 
Biga’s fields of ice and snow ! But what hot, wild 
struggles of the heart preceded it I Only in Riga the 
unhappy woman had felt what Goethe calls “ Gluck 
ohne Ruh’ — Liebe bist du!” (A. happiness with- 
out repose — that is love 1} She loved for the first 
time in her life, but she loved another man. 
And what storms, what torments, then broke over 
that poor heart of hers 1 Even her husband could 
not give back to her her peace, when he — in the 
consciousness of his own weakness — permitted the 
unlawful intercourse. 

Julie died whilst being confined of twins. The 
shocking tragedy was played out. 'i 

The particulars of this sad story I learnt in 
Breslau from my friend Professor August Kahlert, 
to whom Holtei had told everything m his strange 
frankness. 

Two authoresses I met in Dresden who were then 




26! 


ilEirOmS OF KABOLINE BAUER 


■world renowned and tnnoh read — ^but to-day about 
forgotten The first -was Countess Ida Hahn Hahn, 
■who niado her appearance in Dresden in the winter 
of 1842, ■with the Oourlander Herr won Bistram, who- 
■was said to be her husband 

Her novel, “ Faustine," had appeared quite lately, 
and attracted the greatest attention in society 
IVas it not generally known that the Countess 
was proud oE having herselE depleted horselE ns 
Faustine, and that, like her heroine, she boasted 
“to live the second part of Faust”, and that, in 
this novel, she nnvefiod her relations to Herr von 
Bistram as boldly ns, a few years ago, she bad, in 
other novels, revealed her love to tho beautiful, 
highly giEted Heinnoh Simon,aQovommont assessor 
at Groifswnld 

Tho chief priestess of tho worship of Hahn Hahn 
and Faustmo was Frau von Bardolobon Sho gave 
several aistholio Hahn Hahn tons I, too, was in 
Vited I had to play in tho " Jlnjorntsorbo ” till 
nine o clock, after which, to lose no time, I drove 
in tho elegant toilet that had bowitcliod tho heart of 
tho “ Jlajoralsorbo ” (heir to an entailed oslato), 
Emil Dovrient, to Fran von Unrdelclion All tho 
ladies were put into mcirv oxcitomenl by tho sight 
of tho pompous stngo-todct at tho ton Ivbln — only 
Countess Ida Hahn Hahn silently snitfoil with Iwr 
httlo noso tho aromatic sUam of lea, ns if Rhewantnl 
to say "Iscighbour, your smelling Iioltle I’oohl 
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pooh. I I smell the smoke of lamps I How shocking 
to mvite me to meet a comedienne ! ” 

And from tliis high horse the Countess did not 
come down for the rest of the evening. When Frau 
von Luttichau asked her if she had seen the 
‘‘Majoratserbe” by Princess Amalie on the stage m 
Dresden, where the play was acknowledged to be 
given in the most perfect ensemble, over her narrow, 
red lips lightly and coolly glided the words . ‘‘ Yes, 
I have seen it I ” Not another word, and yet Emil 
Devrient and I counted our 7 dies in the play among 
our best. 

No, I did not take vengeance by telling the 
“ Frau Grafin ” of her cker pere, the travelling, 
eccentric “ theatre Count ” in reduced circumstances, 
with whose troupe I had played m Lubeck three 
years ago, and who had offered with so much kind- 
ness to paint me with his own much-loved aristo- 
cratic paw, and how admirably he was versed in 
preparing with his own distinguished hands the 
thunder and lightning of the stage. 

I knew that her papa, the theatrical Count, was 
the most awkward reminiscence in the “immense 
soul” of Countess Ida, and that she strove honestly 
and most successfully to think of him as little as 
possible. 

I watched. Countess Ida was 37 years old then, 
and in spite of all the storms that had beaten through 
her life her appearance was still interestmg and 
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attractive By no means beautifol, but only jusi 
beautiful, as may be read la ber novels She might 
have been the model of all her heroines of blue blood 
in the dress of white and azure cashmere, with the 
little pinlc satin hands under a cover of white mulL 
Even the painter alters colours, and thesonlptor the 
form 

Her figure tall almost haggard, her deportment 
anstocratioally elegant, her features firm and 
regular, her compIeviOQ pure and delicate Rod 
bps smile gracefully, and when speaking exhibit 
white teeth that are just a little too largo and 
prommont. Beautiful fair locks ingeniously cover 
tho ojo that bad been opomtod upon bo unsuccessfully 
by tho famous Dicffonbich in Berlin, a year before 
Tiio remaining eye, howovor sparkled bo much with 
vit and vivacity that ono hardly noticed tho absonco 
of tho other 

An opportunity was afforded mo to boo that tho 
authoress Unlin Tlnhnlmd endowed all her heroines 
likcviiso with tho most geuuino hands and fingers h 
la Countess Hahn Hahn Tho Countess related 
with much gleo a verj droll cnncnluro upon tho 
authoress of ‘ Foustmo * — a crowing cock {Hahn) 
witli a curly fumilo head I — and condc^condtd to 
lUusimto to us thesprind-out common cock fi*et by 
btr own bands upon tho table cover Truly tho 
sinallcst, whiteat lnnds,and inosldi.bcalclittltjfingi rs 
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I ever saw. One almost feared tliab those tiny little 
things would snap under the burden of a tea-cup. 

The Countess talked, with an agreeable voice, in 
the puiest North German dialect, with grace and wit, 
of her man}'- travels and her distinguished and cele- 
brated acquaintances. She even confidc'd to ns 
that in Dresden she had at last succeeded in obtain- 
ing good, pure cow's milk, wliicli was so beneficial 
to her delicate frame, and that on account of ber 
health she onl}’’ used the best and most expensive 
beech-wood for heating her rooms. In short, 
her dearly beloved, precious, highly aristocratic I 
hovered ,over the oasthetic tea-table as goddess of 
fashion, wusdom, and coxcombry the whole evening. 

Herr von Distrain was then a man of 40, of 
elegant and aristocratic appearance, tall and well- 
made, and upon all the promenades, in the theatre, 
^nd m company, the shadow and the echo of 
Countess Ida — her seiviieur iies-hiornble. However, 
he was held not bo be a wit. In a dedication of 
one of her novels the authoress thanks him, saying : 
“When everybody forsook the sufferer you re- 
mained faithful to me, and nursed me while sacri- 
iiemg your own comfort.” But would she sacrifice 
to him her celebrated and piquant authoress name : 
Jda, Grafin Hahn-Hahn ? Ho, the Countess’ thoughts 
^could never be so plebeian as that 

And but seven years after that, the rdle of Faus« 
.tme and of Madame la Gomtesse hlasee m society 
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■was played out Herr von Bisfcram Andlaa was 
dead The Countess Ida, who had once sung 

Ich 1»M ihn e^gnlcht I 

Im Himmcr eelbit ohn ihn bom GIucL. I 

I>M i8t mein Troet, mem Hoffnungiblick I 

now •wrote with nmoh resignation ^^It is all the 
same to mo whether I apeak to a jack starling or to 
a man '* The aging pneatess of free love became a 
Roman Catholic, and entered a cloister 

"WTint a contrast to Countess Hahn Hnhn was 
Hennctto Pnnlzow, the authoress of “ Gndwio 
Caatlo and St Rochol” I rondo her ocqunintanco 
during my starring engagomont at Wnrmbnmn, in 
1841 Count Enno ScbafTgotsch, the amiable 
brother of the possessor of Warrabrunn, introduced 
us to each other upon the promenade 

Ilonnctto Pnnlzow was oven then a complete 
invalid, and altogether paralysed Her brother, 
rojal limner, Professor Mnch, pushed her forwnnl 
in a rolling chair A touching, self saenfiemg 
affection united brother and sistop, winch deatli 
alone could socr 

Thoj were noble and pleasing, and truly nnsto 
crntic in their nppiornnco— -“W nch still n ImmUomo 
man, with a well mndo figure and n highly spintunl, 
genial face and m his whole beinng cxliihitmg n 
noble character He Imd gone tlirou^h th » cim 
paign by the znk of Pnncc \\ illalm, iftho had coa 
tinned lav frn.nd for the rin of hii hfi 
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Henriette, quite spiritualized and transfigured by 
ber severe bodily suffering, appeared more like an 
ethereal being from the other world. When, at her 
request, I visited her and read out to her Hebei’s 
“ Haberohornli ” ; 

“ Und I merk, mi zit isch us ! ” (And I feel my time is up ) 

she tenderly pressed her brother’s hand with a 
genial smile. 

Henriette Paalzow had the finest manners — but 
she was somewhat solemn. She was the intimate- 
fnend of Princess Wilhelm, who had long been taken 
for the authoress of ‘‘ Godwie Castle.” 

I met the brother and sister again in Dresden on 
their return journey from Warmbrunn. 

In spite of all her geniality, Henriette Paalzow 
wrote about the novels of Countess Hahn-Hahn : 
‘‘Well, I do declare, those books are lewd I Thu 
authoress has wit, but no character ! Experience, 
observation on the filthiest ground ; volubility and 
smartness of style, but want of thoroughness of 
thought, half truths and imperfect views.” 

Among the younger authors in Dresden Julius 
Mosen was my favourite. I made his acquaintance at 
a ball given by the amiable lithographer, Hofrath 
Pranz Hanfstangl, in winter, 1838. The latter 
was just then pubhshing my picture as “Donna 
Diana,” painted by the most famous portrait-painter 
of Dresden, Professor I’Allemand, and was making 
a name and fortune for himself at the time by the 
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was played out Herr von Bistram Andlaa ivns 
dead The Countess Ida, who had onoe sung" 

Ich lu8 ihn ewig nicht 1 

Im Himmcr eelbit ohn Qin kcm Gluck 1 

IHe ut meia Tr<»t, mdn Hoffninig»blick 1 ” 

BOW wrote with maoh resignation "It is nil the 
same to me whether I apeak to a jack atarhng or to 
a man ” The aging pneateas of free love beoamo a 
Homan Cathoho and entered n cloister 

What a contrast to Countosa Hahn Hahn was 
Honnette Paalzow, the nuthorcaa of “ Godwio 
Castle and St Roche I ” I made her ocqimintnnco 
dunng my starring engagement at Wnrmhninn, in 
1841 Count Enno Schnifgotsoh, the nmiahle 
brother of the peascaaor of Wnrmbrunn, inlroducctl 
us to each other upon the promenade 

Hcnnotto Hnnliow was even then n complete 
invalid, and altogether paralyBcd Her brother, 
royal limner. Professor Wnch, pushed her fomnnl 
in a rolling chair A touching, self aacnficing 
affection united brother nnd sister, nliich death 
nlono could sever 

They wiTo noble nnd pleasing, nnd truly nnato 
critic in their appearance — nch still n linndsome 
man, with n well made figure nnd n highly spiritual, 
genial face, nnd m his whole bcann„ exhibiting n 
noble characti r Ifi liad gone through th cam 
paign by th sidi of Prince \\ ilhilin, who had con 
tinued his friend fur the nst of Ins tifi 
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Henriette, quite spiritualized aud transfigured by 
ber severe bodily suffering, appeared more like an 
ethereal being from the other world. When, at her 
request, I visited her and read out to her Hebei’s 
“ Haberchornh ” ; 

“ Und I merk, mi zit isck us ! ” (And I feel my time is up ) 
she tenderly pressed her brother’s hand with a 
genial smile. 

Henriette Paalzow had the finest manners — but 
she was somewhat solemn. She was the intimate 
friend of Pnncess Wilhelm, who had long been taken 
for the authoress of “ Godwie Castle.” 

I met the brother and sister again in Dresden on 
'their return journey from Warmbrunn. 

In spite of all her geniality, Henriette Paalzow 
wrote about the novels of Countess Hahn-Hahn ^ 
“Well, I do declare, those books are lewd^ The 
authoress has wit, but no character ! Experience, 
observation on the filthiest ground ; volubility and 
smartness of style, but want of thoroughness of 
thought, half truths and imperfect views.” 

Among the younger authors in Dresden Julius 
Mosen was my favourite. I made his acquaintance at 
a ball given by the amiable lithographer, Hofrath 
Franz Hanfstangl, in winter, 1838. The latter 
was just then pubhshing my picture as “Donna 
Diana,” painted by the most famous portrait-painter 
of Dresden, Professor I’Allemand, and was making 
a name and fortune for himself at the time by the 
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pablication of his much admired lithographs of tho 
masterpieces of the Dresden Gallery 
Hofmth Hftufstangl and his mfe, ■who wns 
Tjeautiful, young, and graceful, hod one of the 
most pleasing and hospitable houses m Dresden 
All that the Elbo^Florence possessed of brillinnt 
youth and beauty, of amiable "Wits and artists, 
and of interesting strangers was sure to bo pre- 
sent at these most pleasant Dresden balls. With 
what delight did not I dance there — also with 
tho young Pnnce Ernst of Koburg, tho now reign 
ing Duke Tho Pnnce was making a somewhat 
lengthy stay in Dresden at that time for tho sake of 
his education IIo was of handsome and on 
gaging appearance , ho did nob merely move in tho 
circles of tho Court and aristocracy, but with an 
amiable tact and affability also m tho society of tho 
higher middle-class Pnnce Ernst was my most 
frequent partner at tho bulls m Hanfstangl’s lionso 
"W 0 talked about our first meeting in tho Rosonau, 
where I had romped about in the park inth littio 
Princes Fmst and Albert, and where no, of 
my portentous meotiug there with his uncle, Pnnce 
Leopold, wo ppolo not but I road it m Pnnce 
Fmsl 5 eyes, which were even llion very suscoptiblo 
to ftinilo brauU, that lio knew nbout it, and was 
now, while ho danct'd with lu" thinking of it 
^\ ben tho ixigning Dule fmst, tho Pnnce a 
father, camo to Dn‘<ditt on a rnii to tin* Royal 
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Court he never omitted to ask for a piece at the 
theatre in which I played. After the excellent re- 
presentation of the “ Ohdvalier St Ceorge” the Duke 
even came to the stage to express to me his admira- 
tion and to talk of the old time in Koburg. How 
much was there that each of us did not care to talk 
about I 

But let us return to that gay ball in the winter of 
1888 at Hanfstangl’s Bmil Devrient and I were 
the last guests to arrive, for we had previously to 
play comedy in “ Hoch ist es Zeit.” When the 
. handsome, seductive “ first lover ” of the stage 
entered the ball-room a whisper of gratified expec- 
tation passed through the ranks of the ladies Emil 
Devrient has been much loved in his life, but I 

9 

scarcely believe that his vain, selfish heart was 
capable of returning the affection even once. 

My interest was immediately awakened by a 
dancer with an expressive face of a darkish southern 
complexion, flashing eyes, and very active creole 
features, who whirled the graceful hostess about the 
room with so much fire that his dark locks stood on 
end. It was the author of “ Hussbaum,” of the 
“ Blaue Blume,” and of the song of “ Bitter Wahn,’ 
Julius Mosen, at that time 35 years old, and prac- 
tising as an advocate in Dresden. 

He got himself introduced to me, and we danced 
much, but talked still more together. I soon felt un- 
commonly drawn towards the poet on account of his 
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rare combination o£ wit, tnind, and entbuBiaam for 
bis poetical tasks, ns well as his toacbing modesty 
Mosen told me tbat be wonld presently send in 
a new tragedy to the intendant, entitled “ Die 
Brante von Florena,” in which he had written the 
bero for Emil Devnent and the “ bndes ' (Bruuto) 
for Priinlein Berg and me “ But you, * he added, 
Btmling, “ will unfortunately have to die of poison I 
I promised gaily that I should execute that in the 
most touching and acceptable way Wo parted that 
evening like two good old acqnamtancos, for, in 
spite of all the restlessness and passionateness of 
his character, the poet had something m him that 
awakened confidence, and from his words and 
features there shone forth a noble, childlike, cheer 
ful heart. 

Mosen bad given up attending Tieck’s reading 
evenings long ago IIo Mas one mono of those who 
had forfeited Ticck s favour Once ho said to mo 
“ Tiock 13 a great poet, but ho has no heart Name 
to mo a smglo instnuco of n young poetical talent 
to whom bo has reached n helping Imiul nay, 
whom ho would ©sen sufTcr beside himself 1 IIo is 
the grcaic^l egotist I know, surrounded by Ins pro 
jmhccs, ns onu might pay, m n net I too, bare 
houtsll} Ined to sit at Ins fo*t as lit< di^cijd , to 
Icaru from him mid to look up to bun wilU ndinira 
lion But 1 am not bhml, and no a Inartlni 
f jrtakiDg tnacbinc, no aatoinaton IiLt Count* i-i I n 
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tensteiri, who, just as Tieck desires to make her go, 
dances and weeps and laughs, and sajs ‘ jes’ and 
‘ no ’ T can and will not speak against my conyic- 
tion ; therefore I have avoided the corner-house at 
the Altmarkt, richer by a bitter experience ” 

The bond of friendship between Julius Mosen and 
me was tied more tightly still by our mutual admi- 
ration for the Grand Duchess Oacilie of Oldenburg. 
I had often to relate to the poet my reminiscences 
of the beautiful and lovable princess, with whom I, 
when a child, had danced so gaily in Karlsruhe, 
when she was still Princess Cacihe of Sweden. 

Julius Mosen had come into nearer contact with 
Grand Duchess Oacilie during a sojourn in a sea- 
bathing place ; he had done homage to her in lofty 
songs and dedicated his poems to her The Princess 
had promised him an appointment as dramaturg in 
Oldenburg as soon as it could be arranged 

Soon after that ball at Hanfstangl’s I was to see 
Cacihe of Sweden again after an interval of 14 
years. When I performed in Bremen in April 
1838, her lady-in- waiting, Prau von Scharnhorst, 
invited me, in the Princess’ name, to a senes of 
performances m Oldenburg, writing at the same 
time “ Our theatre is but small and cannot offer 
brilliant fees for starring performances; but the 
Grand Duchess hopes that the artiste would hke to 
come to her old early partner Oacilie.” 

And did not I hke it I What a meeting was that 
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between Pnncess and artiste! The Grand Duohess 
G^he was a lady of nobly beautiful, royal appear- 
ance, but hearty and friendly as mthe bygone bright 
days of onr childhood. Of these she plainly told 
the Grand Duke, whom she called, in the stylo of the 
middle-class, earaply “ mein Mann,'* and who was 
considerably older than she Ho spoke to mo with 
much discernment and wit concerning my “ Donna 
Diana *’ 

Two years after this I gladly accepted a now 
myitation for a somewhat more lengthy ongngoraont 
in Oldenburg “ Mano Stuart** was performed 
before a bumper house, oven the orchestn being 
seated for the audionco, something quite unlioard of 
IE the small residential town Both living and act- 
ing were pleasant in Oldenburg I was delighted by 
n good nicoh rounded ensemble The actors held 
together in harmony like n grmt family Ilorr \on 
Starkloff was an intellectual and foLliiig inlonihmt, 
well acquainted witli men and art Ho was, how 
over, still more a kiud patron of men and art Ho 
was sinccrclv do^oted to tlio Court and his theatre, 
for the actors ho cnrctl like a fnthtr Ho had but 
Tcrv bmittd nunns at Ins di po^al, but ns no 
co'tlv opom and no ballet convuniwl the 
part, lu wni abh to do much for tin* tlruun 
AMmt cspi-cmllv rlmrimal im> with tlu int» luhnt vni 
bi9 Biipt rb humour , nud, m verthrh a but a h w yrariv 
Httr ti nns dt^tii ul to be the \iclitn of a glu>u > 
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Lour. He drowned bimselB.. Firsfc, so fond of life, 
lie suddenly became tired of existence like Raimund. 

A lady playing tbe parts of ‘‘ first lovers ” was 
required in 1840, because the beautiful and talented 
Mad. Moltke bad suddenly died. Half-joking, I 
bad said to mother, more than once, “"When my 
contract in Dresden is up we wiR transfer our 
residence to Oldenburg. I believe the G-rand 
Duchess would be glad to have me here ! ” 

And one day the Grand Duchess herself began to 
speak of it. It was after my “Mane Stuart” had 
been received with so much favour. The Grand 
Duchess spoke in a truly womanlike way about my 
conception of the part Then she suddenly said — 

“ Could the Queen of Scots resolve to rule over 
the hearts of little Oldenburg, including mine, per- 
manently ? ” 

I replied, with emotion, that it had been a favourite 
cherished wish of mine for a long time to become a 
faithful subject of Cacilie of Oldenburg. 

“But our stage is small and not rich,” she said, 
softly, as if embarrassed. 

“The longer leave- of-absence, the cheaper rates 
of living here, will, I am sure, restore the equili- 
brium ! ” I said, firmly; and smiling under tears, I 
continued, “ and if there should, indeed, be still a 
deficit in the weight of gold, the little Karlsruhe 
wood-nymph in the ivy wreath will lay mto the 

VOL. IV. T 
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balance her revering heart and the most chonsbed 
early recollections ” 

The PnncesB reached me her beautiful hand ivith 
heartiness I kissed it, and promised to come at the 
end of four years when my contract in Dresden 
would have run out 

The Grand Duchess had taken a charming brooch 
from a casket. A bee, ingeniously worked in precious 
stones, sits on flowers with drops of diamonds She 
handed it to mo witli the words, " Jfay this little 
bee remind the artisto of this hour, and of the 
flowers that are awaiting her in Oldenburg I " 

'When, after my sixth performance, I called at the 
Castle at Oldenburg to take leave, I found tho bcauti 
ful Princess downcast, weary, and sad " I could 
almost envy you your gay, fresh artisto heart and 
your over active life with its vanegnted stirring inci 
dents 1” she said, with a melancholy smile And when 
I looked in nstonisbracnt at Cuoiliu of Oldenburg, 
who was loved and doted upon by her husband and 
her people, sho continued, more sadly still, to say 
‘‘ 1 was reminded, ns I am often, of my two dear littlo 
boys a little wliile ugo, who WLfo tnkiii away from 
me Then 1 feel, nmong nil the splendour, so dread 
fulli poor nnd solitnry My bii'baud, loo, would so 
much like to bavo children ' 

Dcr farewell nnd " Auf icilcrrcbn I ' awaken 
a sad rcbo in my heart tvin to-<lay 

Thu was a faTOunlo Ibemo of convc-atioa 
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between Julius Mosen, bis young, witty wife, and 
•myself. And we lived in the joyful hope of spon 
meeting again in Oldenburg, and working together 
in the cause of art under Oacilie’s eyes, for the poet 
had already received the call as dramaturg. 

Then, at the end of January, 1864, Mosen comes 
to see me ; he is deeply pale, and sobbing aloud, he 
says . Our Grand Duchess Oacilie has suddenly 
died.” 

Soon after Mosen went to Oldenburg as “ drama- 
4urg ” with his young wife. I never played on that 
stage again. Cacihe was no longer there to await me. 

Julius Mosen was carried to the grave in Olden- 
burg after he had been fettered to the couch of pain 
for twenty years. But the spirit and the heart hved, 
glowed, worked divinely, free and pure m the 
chained Prometheus. 

A few months before his death he sent me hearty 
greetings m remembrance of happy days in Dresden, 
through his faithful spouse and loving nurse. In 
October, 1867, Minna Mosen intimated to me the 
deliverance of her sufferer ; and three years later the 
poor mother wept for her blooming heroic son, Erich 
Mosen, who had fallen in the battle of Mars la Tour J 

In spite of the difference of age then* wedlock 
turned out a happy one. In the meantime they 
remained in Dresden. The saloon of Dngher- 
Sabatier became the centre of the musical — ^indeed 
of the whole artiste life in Blbe-Elorence, and the 
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Bl Dorado of all joamoying virtaosos Thoir Inrgo- 
fortune permitted the amiable couple to display an 
absolutely astounding hospitality, to keep open house 
and open table os I had hitherto only found so con 
Btantly done in St. Petersburg 

I heard at the time that Knrolino Dnghor had 
been tho object pf tho most passionate love of 
the unhappy poet Lonnu, and that they did not got 
married, because another lady, although raamod, 
stopped between them and laid claim to prior rights 
on tho heart of tho poet This was certainly 
fortunate for tho gay, happy songstress But 
whether it was not a misfortune for tho poor poet, 
who can tellP Whether Knrolino TJnghor, if she, 
ns tho spouse of tho restless man, could Imre pre- 
pared for him a sunny homo, free from cares, haro 
becomo hia guardian nngol and have 8a^od tho 
oxcitcil poet from tho gloomy demons of Ins own 
heart who cun toll ? Who would prosumo to answer 
tins question 

Sinco tho spnng of 1877 Karolino Unijhor Sain 
tier has slept m tho bcnutiful little cemetery of San 
l^Iininto, tho fnrounto liltlo mnrblo church of 
Michael Angelo, near Florence where the gmt 
poogstress spent tho last years of her larlhlj 
existence 

One more artiste T Imvo to mention Im fore T hid 
adieu to Dre*d'n Utchanl Wngnrr I had made 
hi 9 dunng mv Gr4t starring engage 
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ment m Magdeburg, where he held Dhe post of band- 
master in the modest wandering troupe of Heinncli 
Bethuiann — himself but modest then. 

In the yQiiv 184-1, Wagner came to Dresden to 
have his “ Rieuzi ” performed. He had composed 
tlie opera lu Pans, and for Pans — but the Parisians 
had rejected him and his work. Then the gifted 
Schioder-Devrient took an interest m the homeless 
^‘Bieuzi,” and she managed so that the opera of 
the unknown composer was first performed in 
Dresden. And it was indeed a brilliant evening. 
Madame Schroder-Devrient and Tichatschek, the 
most lovely tenor of his time, in the title-roles did 
their utmost — and Richard Wagner’s reputation 
was established. The composer was appointed 
second conductor at the Dresden opera, the chief 
post being held by Reissiger, successor to Karl 
Maria von Weber, and Richard Wagner was still 
modest enough at that period to accept a second 
post. Altogether, his whole conduct at that time 
gave no indication that in him there lay dormant 
a haughty conceit which, in the course of years, 
could rise to word-upsetting mania andsenselessfolly. 

Years after, I found Richard Wagner again,- at 
the lake of Zurich, a conceited, arrogant swaggerer^/ 
who rewarded the most generous hospitality of a, 
noble man by endeavouring to destroy the peace of 
ins house. 
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And thus the years came and Tirent, and I 
hked them less and less, m daily life and on the 
stage Only the first three years of my engage 
ment in Dresden are among the happy^ — ay, the 
happiest years of my life That was the sunny 
time in which my relations with the dramaturgical 
grand master and paternal fnend, Ludwig Tiech, 
were still quite cloudless But only too soon wero 
there more and more chitling shadows between us 
I was no longer a child on the stage, and m life 
I could not, and durst not, constantly sacnfico my- 
self to the caprices of the dmraaturg, and under 
take parts, each as Lady Maobotb, that wore un- 
suitable for mo I took up o more indopondcnt ntti 
tudo towards Tiook, as well ns in my opinion about 
the artistes that wore m Ins black books I seized 
mcro and more frequent opportunities to shirk his 
roadmg-desk, so that many n week, 1 could onl) ho 
once marked os one of the nudionco In the corner 
house at the Altmarkt, the sun of favour went 
down dnllcr and duller over} day Tiock grow cohh r, 
more reserved, and the Countess more irntablo 
and ready for the fray And then one day, a young 
fcraolo made hirnppcamnco from Griitz, and Tiock, 
Coiiotcss Finkonstom, and the Inst of lier odmin rs 
never lirc<l of finging the prai*c« of tins joung, 
hnlbnnt hi^tnonio tilmt every day mnro hudly, 
in order to nroufe in me th« har that t1i« itff 
would put mo in tho fliade Ticck taught he- my 
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most favourite parts with much zeal. The people 
began already to talk of this new favourite of 
the dramaturg, and that the old favourite had at 
last also fallen into disgrace. And then the Gratzer 
lady made her debut^ and made a miserable fiasco I 
She did not even speak correct German. This 
abortive plan to pain me, and to oust me from the 
favour of the Dresden people, only still more 
embittered the capricious Tieck against me. He 
who had been so much dehghted when my gaiety 
brought a little sunshine into his melancholy study, 
when I called on several occasions, sent word that 
he was not in Of course, I stopped my calls after 
that, and saw the “master” only during reading 
rehearsals. And thus the shades between us grew 
darker and longer. A scene, an altercation, never 
took place, nor indeed an open, honest rupture I 
simply swelled the number of the many, many 
otheis that had fallen into disgrace. 

I fear that Ludwig Tieck never was capable of 
a true, disinterested, unselfish friendship and love. 

• When m Eebraary, 1837, he had lost his spouse, his 
glowing early love, and long-continued faithful and 
genial mate (she died of dropsy), and I placed a 
wreath on her coffin, speaking with tears in my 
eyes of the great loss he and we had suffered, Tieck 
indeed looked paler and graver, but he answered 
me with the greatest composure, and said — 

“ Her disease was incurable She has suffered 
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rDuoh, and was glad to die That makes me feel 
easy” 

Bat this selfish heart was to be tried still more 
painfully In the epnng of 1841, there also died 
suddenly, after a short attack of measles, his oldest 
daughter, Dorothea, who had been at the samo time 
hifl most faithful friend in life, and bis ablest 
assistant in his labours With her sank into the 
grave a deeply spintual manifold existence She 
had only lived for her father and his art-croations 
With on acute understanding, and great diligence, 
she furnished many oicoUont translations for tho 
Slmktspcarc of TiookSohUgol She was at tho 
same time deeply religious, true and open Sho 
suffered privately from tho mist of inconso in which 
Countess Finkcnstoin and other blind admirers woro 
wont to wrap tho great romanticist, and to which tho 
vnm man only too readily submitted, till, even be- 
fore his own otherwise eo clear o}03, a mist would 
hang Slio could venture with a firm hand to divide 
this rout from tune to Umc, and to show to her be- 
loved father the world and its fonns, and many of his 
own weaknesses, in tho clear light of day Dorothen 
Ims guarded her father from man) an net of folly 
and injustice 

Still but too ofim sho exp runceil tho f of 
ptiing tho misty spirit of Counters hmkin^tem 
prevail 

^i^ra Uforo this period, Djro'hca To'ch, her 
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mother and sister had become Eoman 

Catholics, aud it was said that when her engage- 
ment to Baron MaTsburg, the Minister resident at 
Dresden to tlic Court of Hesse Kassel, had come to 
nought, she had intended to take the veil, but, for 
the sake of her fatlier, had renounced the idea. 
Tieck himself is said to have joined the Church of 
Borne vhen in Ilal3^ His whole religious and 
political natuie vas of a Catholic kind. 

Doiothea, in spite of her great, penetrating under- 
standing, did not feel happy She too was glad to 
die. Theodor Hell described to me a touching 
scene at her death-bed. Her young sister Agnes 
sank down by the side of her bed during the last 
hour crying with sobs: “ Dorothea, you must not 
^ieave me 1 how shall I live without you ? ” and 
Dorothea had, with a genial smile and radiant 
face, softly whispered to her “ Child, learn of me 
how to die I ” 

Under this blow Tieck nearly broke down. It 
afforded him little consolation this time that 
Dorothea likewise was glad to die He locked 
himself up in his library, and would see nobody. 
There lie sat musing, dumb, without tears. 

And the cares of hfe also threatened to invade 
him. The fortune of the Countess was gone, and 
the old romanticist was tired of writing, of working, 
of earning money. The Countess complained of 
bad health, and grew almost totally bhnd. The 
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circle o£ enthnsiasho friends had become pro- 
oanoualy thm during Into years, and in front of the 
beloved rending desk there were more empty than 
occupied seats now Agnes thought of also taking 
her departure, in order to follow a beloved man, an 
architect, Gustav Alberti, to Silesia, ns lus spouse 
It became oven lonoher around the two old in- 
habitants of the enchanted castle 

Thenfell like a sunbeam into their gloomy shadows 
a call from Fnednch Wilhelm IV of Prussia to 
the romanticist to come to Berlin at a salaiy of 
3,000 thalers, to live dunng tho summor months in 
the park of Sanssouoi, and to gladden tho King by 
hia talent ns render 

Ticck’s true fnends in Dresden breathed freely 
once more This royal favour was tho host balm 
for tho wounded heart of tho father And tho 
old dramaturg himself was to exponenco a groat 
delight in Berlin tho King had linn prepare for 
tho stage his Antigone, with "Nfondi-lssolm s music — 
and even Ins “ Gestiefclto Knter " was performed 
That had been a fnvoiinlo wish of Tieck s for years 

■\Vhal tho old dramaturg had been for Drenlon 
we onlv felt when ho was pone Dnsden had lost 
in Tieck an attnciiro Centro for her spintna! life 
Tho iiiternting strangirs and tho most important 
pillars of natin art and science no longiT found in 
him the alluring will o thowi«p, who was ra clrirr 
in mating the diff rent wits i ipkrie ngami rae'i 
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other in a brilliant display And Dresden’s stage, 
did it ever have a more brilliant time than under the 
reign of Ludwig Tieck ? Though this sovereign 
often was capricious, obstinate, unjust, the life- 
spendmg rays of his genius and amiability were, 
nevertheless, predominant. And who ruled on tbe 
Dresden stage after Tieck’s departure ? At first an 
aesthetic tea-club of delicately strung, so-called lady- 
virtuosos, whose influence the intendant von Lut- 
tichau could not evade. 

Countess Finkenstem died in November, 1847, in 
Berlin, after having undergone a painful and 
dangerous operation of her eyes. It was said that 
she had brought on blindness by weeping. The old 
romanticist now stood there a lonely man in the 
bustling life of his native town In 1850 he 
occupied the summer-residence in the park of 
Sanssouci, in the immediate neighbourhood of his 
rojal friend, for the last time. There my dear old 
colleague from the gay time of my artistic activity 
in Dresden, Herr Forth, paid him a visit, and 
wrote to me about it : “I found our old drama- 
turg remarkably fresh m mind and as enchantingly 
amiable as he had been in his very best days in 
Dresden. He had become milder and juster in his 
judgment. I shall always keep the rare man in 
afiectionate remembrance despite his many weak- 
nesses and peculiarities. As often as I pass by the- 
comer-house of the Altmarkt a kind of longings 
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oirolo of enthnfliasho fnends bad become pro- 
oanoosly thin dunng late years, and in front of the 
beloved reading desk there were more empty than 
oocnpied Beats now Agnes thought of also taking 
her departure, in order to follow n beloved man, an 
arohiteot, Gnstav Alberti, to Silesm, as his spouse 
It became even loneher around the two old in- 
habitants of the enchanted castle 

Then fell bke a sunbeam into their gloomy shadows 
a call from Fnednch IVilholm IV of Prussia to 
the romanticist to come to Berlm at a salary of 
8,000 thalers, to bvo during the summer months in 
the park of Snnssouci, and to gladden the King by 
hiB talent ns reader 

Tiodds true fnends m Dresden breathed freely 
once more This royal favour was the best balm 
for the wounded heart of the father And the 
old dramatuig himself was to cxpenonco a groat 
delight in Berlin the King ha'l him prepare for 
the stage liis Antigono, with Jtondelsiohn’s music — 
and oven his “ Gesticfolto Knter ’’ was performed 
That had been a fnvounto wish of Ticck s for years 

IVhat the old dramalurg had been for Dresden 
wo only felt when ho was gone Dresden had lost 
in Tieck an attractive centre for her spintual lih 
The interesting strangers and the most important 
pillars of native art and science no longer foun 1 m 
biro the alluring will o tlio wisp who was so clever 
in making iho difTtant wits explode n„ainst eieh 
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other m a brilliant display And Dresden’s stage^ 
did it ever have a more brilliant time than under the 
reign of Ludwig Tieck? Though this sovereign 
often was capriciouSj obstinate, unjust, the bfe- 
spending rays of his genius and amiability were, 
nevertheless, predominant. And who ruled on the 
Dresden stage after Tieck’s departure ? At first an 
aesthetic tea-club of delicately strung, so-called lady- 
virtuosos, whose influence the intendant von Lut- 
tichau could not evade. 

Countess Dmkenstein died in November, 1847, in 
Berlin, after having undergone a painful and 
dangerous operation of her eyes. It was said that 
she had brought on blindness by weeping. The old 
romanticist now stood there a lonely man in the 
bustling life of his native town In 1850 he 
occupied the summer-residence in the park of 
Sanssouci, in the immediate neighbourhood of his 
royal friend, for the last time There my dear old 
colleague from the gay time of my artistic activity 
in Dresden, Herr Forth, paid him a visit, and 
wrote to me about it ; “I found our old drama- 
turg remarkably fresh in mind and as enchantingly 
amiable as he had been in his very best days in 
Dresden. He had become milder and juster in his 
judgment. I shall always keep the rare man in 
afiectionate remembrance despite his many weak- 
nesses and peculiarities. As often as I pass by the- 
comer-house of the Altmarkt a kind of longing" 
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comes over me, a longing for the beautifal, enjoy 
nble, and instruotive hours I spent m it. At the time 
of the old dramaturg Dresden undoubtedly had its 
most glorious art-epoolu** 

This longing I fully endorse 1 
On the 28th of Apnl, 1853, Ludwig Tieck died in 
Berlin, exactly eighty years old, weary and tired of 
Me “ Lonely he stood m hia time I ” as the poet 
Bang once 

• ••»•» 

Around me, too, itbooamomoro foncly, drcanor,and 
sadder My dear mother began to complain She 
till of a sudden aged strikingly, and bor ramd bccamo 
dull and weak. In Dresden 1 was unable to deroto 
to her the nccessaiy caro and nursing, wherefore I 
found myselE compoUod to take the Bufforop to 
Mannheim, into the house of my brother Karl 
There, whore the good soul had, so full of hopes and 
joy, witnessed my first stamng tour nmetcon years 
before, she sank rapidly On the lOlb Mnr 
a few hours before her departing this Iifjr ^ 
could no longer speak, she beckoned 
wanted to isnto, and, with her Imnd^ 
wrote into her old little note-book i 
letters 

“ Lom% you haro never gne** 

God cannot pardon England a 
-evorythiog and love yon I " 

And then the best, most seU 
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Lad brca tiled her last. She was laid m the same ceme- 
*lery where the murdered Kotzebue reposes We 
placed at the head of her grave an antique tomb- 
stone, worked after a design from her own hand m 
her earl}^ years. 

Entirely orphaned — a veak reed m the blast of 
life — I returned to Dresden to the boards of delu- 
sion to play corned}^ again. With what anxiety in 
my heart ^ 

Together with me grieved the old parrot of 
Princess Charlotte, whom mother had so faithfully 
nursed for twelve years. As soon as the door 
opened, he looked round to see if the missed one 
would not enter. Disappointed he hung his head in 
Badness. He talked and whistled no more and did 
not find pleasure in dainties now. 

Suddenly, one morning, when the warm sun of 
summer shone so brightly into the open window, he 
again whistled his favourite air, which he had 
learned from a shoemaker, who lived in our court- 
yard — Paimunds : “ So leb’ denn wohl, du stilles 
Haus ! ” (Farewell, farewell, thou quiet house I) 
When I returned home from the rehearsal Coco was 
dead I missed the sagacious, faithful bird, too, in 
my loneliness. 

Matters were made worse by all kinds of troubles, 
for which I felt all the less a match, ^ as I now 
Wanted the advice and assistance of my good mother,. 
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•comes over me, a longmg for tte beaatafnl, enjoy- 
■able, and instruotive tours I spent in it At the time 
of the old dramaturg Dresden undoubtedly had its 
most glorious art-epoch.** 

This longing I fully endorse ! 

On the 28th of April, 1853, Ludwig Tieck died m 
Berhn, exactly eighty years old, weary and tired of 
life “ Lonely he stood in his time 1 ** as the poet 
sang once 

Around me, too, itbcoamomoro lonely, drcanor,ond 
sadder My dear mother began to complain Sho 
all of a sudden aged strikingly, and her mind becamo 
dull and weak In Dresden X was unable to dovoto 
to her the nocessaiy care and nursing, whoroforo I 
found raysolf compelled to take the suCforor to 
Mnnnhoim, into tbo house of my brother Karl 
There, whore the good soul hnd, so full of hopes and 
joy, witnessed my Erst Btomng tour nineteen years 
before, she sank rapidly On tbo 10th ilarcb, 1812, 
a few hours before her departing tbis hfo, when sho 
could no longer speak, sho beckoned to ua that sho 
wanted to i\nto, and, with her hand trorabling, sho 
wrote into her old liltlo noto-book in scarcely logiblo 
Utters 

Louip, jou bare never gnoved me Ltn*!, 

God cannot pardon Tugland’s sm— I pardon jou 
^jTcr) thing and love you I ** 

And then tbo best, most self sacnficiagof mothers 



LAST APPEARANCES 


287 


Town Hall and give evidence I gamed the law-suit 
— but it caused me much annoyance. 

The most modest of the money-demanding critics 
was Eduard Maria Oettinger. He only once bor- 
rowed from me thirty-six thalers, which, of course, 
I never saw again. On the other hand, Franz 
"Wiest, a Yiennese, who was editor of the Rhem- 
land,” in Mainz, managed to relieve me of twelve 
Fid’ors during my starring performances there in 
December, 1841, for which sum I was well treated 
in the “ E,heinland.” Of course, the principal of the 
then theatrical extortionary press was Saphir, who 
demanded, however, not merely gold, but also love. 

How, neither on the stage nor in my profession had 
I much pleasure. I had to hear many a fine or rude 
hint that I was no longer young enough for this or 
that part The place of ** youthful lover’* was 
given to the beautiful, fair, and talented Fraulem 
Bayer, afterwards Frau Burck, from Prague I had 
to cede to her many of my most favourite parts, 
and all Dresden welcomed the new, briUiant star 
with the same jubilant joy with which they had once 
welcomed me. 

That IS the bitterest experience for a woman 
accustomed to adoration — twice bitter for an artiste 
•of the boards once celebrated, now passee 

Then there appeared a comforter and spoke to my 
lonely aging heart of lowe, and I beheved him but 
too readily. 
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nho knew tke world, and was possessed of or 
penence and energy 

A certain llannstem, formerly a chorus singer on 
our stage, but able with the pen, was going to write 
a brochure about hia colleagues, but as payment 
m advance for his enlogy he asked for money 
through a Mr ifoyer, a Jittle Jew of hterary pro- 
pensities, who sneaked in everywhere 1 gai e him 
ton Frd’ors But soon after I received from 
Mannstein a very threntonmg letter, demanding 
more money, and making allnsion to my Eng- 
lish " still life ' I sent no more money There- 
upon appeared Mannstein’s “ golbes BUohlein,” in 
which my talent for the stage was flatly negatived, 
and where ho had nothing else to eulogize in mo 
than my “ not ungraciously formed back of the 
neck ’ — on the other hand, ho made man} malicioiis 
allusions to Countess Montgomery and her two in 
visible English sous. I said soinotliing in a pas 
Bionato way about extortion This was reported 
to Mannstein, and ho wanted to make use of it for a 
now act of extortion, in that ho thrcatcnoil ho 
would bring an action for slander against mi I 
diSed him, and undertook to prove tho truth of luy 
ntsirtioD, mentioning my colleagues, h uiil Dev mat 
nud Koch, as witnesses that Mannstein had in d to 
extort money from thorn likewise 1 1 mil Dovrieni 

declmed to biar witness, not to compromiso himstlf 
Koch nud 1 had to npp- ar Uforo tin Court in tho 
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'Town Hall and give evidence. I gained the law-^mt 
— but lb caused me much annoyance 

The most modest oE the money-dcmandino- cntic-j 
was Eduard Maria Oettinger. He only once bor- 
rowed from me thirty-six thalers, which, of cour-c 
I never saw again. . On the other hand Vvnr.1 
IViest, a Viennese, who was editor of the “ Rhein 
land,” in Mainz, managed to relieve me of 
Eid’ors dunng my starring performances ih^re* 
December, 1841, for which sum I vag . 

in the “ Rheinland.” C)f course, the nnr i ^ ^ 

l^ui.cipai of the 

then theatrical extortionary press was Saphir 
demanded, however, not merely gol(t^ {J^|. 

How, neither on the stage nor m mv 

-n j i. 1 ■^P^'^^essionhad 

I much pleasure. I had to hear many a ^ 

hint that I was no longer young enou^jj f 
that part. The place of *‘youthfa} 
given to the beautiful, fair, and talentg^j p 
Bayer, afterwards Frau Burck, froQj p ^^ulein 
to cede to her many of my most fay ° ^ 

and all Dresden welcomed the ne^ 
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That is the bitterest expengQ^jg ^ 
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of the boards once celebrated, an artiste 
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lonely aging beart of love, “ ^Poke to 
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Mr "Wilniotli -was an elegant and clever man, 
vnth a beautiful bead of brown cnrls like Lord 
Byron, and the most beautiful mngnetio eyes Ho, 
aa the tutor (or governor) of a young nob lord, 
bved on a great footing in Dresden He visited mo 
every day, and wrote to me the most intellectual 
love letters Already all Dresden, which then was 
a small, petty, gossiping town of 70,000 inhabitants, 
regarded us os on affianced pair when I learned 
from a reliable source that Wilmoth was an un- 
worthy man — a gambler by profession, who passed 
every night at the gaming club “Last night ho 
lost 100 Frd’ors there to the yonng Prussian Pnneo 
Kurakin, and ns pledge of his debt of honour ho has 
delivered to him your love letters ” 

I thought that I should die with woo and shame 
But I gathered up strength and courage enough to 
redeem those compromising loie-lottors by paying 
the debt of dishonour — and I never saw \\ ilmolli 
ngam 

But Dresden and the singe lost their cliarms for 
mo still more by this latest and bitterest cs 
pemnee Like ono drowning I aeiicd the first straw 
held out to mo to saio myself in a new lifi. 

It was Pniice Iclii Licbnowskv who liild out 
that straw to mo 1 Could it bo one that would 
save mo ? 
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THE CURTAIN PALLS. 

Peague — Pestivities in Honouk of Coeonation of 
EIaisee Peedin.vnd I. as King of Bohemia — Prince 
Lichnotvsky — A Well-merited Rebuff — A Priiscely 
Boor— The Festivities — The Cholera — Sohweidnitz 
■ — Henbiette Hankb — Ratiboe — Adventures — Seven 
Tears Later — Prince Lichnowskt Again— Hunted 
by the Mob — H ow are the Mighty Pallen — Landrath 
W icHURA — A Proposal of Marriage— The Engage- 
ment Broken Off — Count Ladislas Plater — An Old 
Lover and a New Bond — The Countess Plater. 

In August, 1836, director Stoger came to 
Dresden, being commissioned in Prague by the 
Bohemian States to invite Frau Schroder-Devrient, 
Emil Devrient, and me to co-operate in the festivi- 
ties which the town of Prague was preparing for the 
coronation of Kaiser Ferdinand I. as Kang of 
Bohemia. Emil Devrient and I were to appear 
together six times, and to receive for each evening 
150 florins. So we rolled along on our way to the 
many-towered coronation town on the Moldau, where 
I had finished a brilliant and gay engagement at the 
theatre but a twelvemonth ago. 

■POL. IV. 


w 
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But liow implGosaiit it was bow ib the noisj town 
that was crowded with men, and in the “ Sohwarzo 
Eossel ” that was crammed full to the roof, and in 
which for mother and myself only an unoomfortablo 
room m the third storey had been reserved And at 
the endless tahls dh6te there prevailed an nncom- 
fortnblo crowding, and a deafemng confusion VTo 

wore badly seated, and still worse sorvod with meals 
At dessert the gentlemen, mostly officers, began 
even to smoko their cigars 

Opposite mo there sat 'Wilholmmo Sohrodor- 
Devnont between two famous composers — Spontim 
and Ifoycrbecr — m whoso operas she was going to 
sing Both wore accompanied by their spouses 
My cavahorwos tho one-eyed General Count Sohhok, 
whoso ocqunintanco I had made dunng my stnmng 
engagement in Brilnn 

At tho table there ivns a hum like in a bcoliivD. 
Above all other voices, however, tliero was hoard 
a remarkably shrill one, that of a young, exceed 
ingly handsome officer nownsagenumoheroota 
novel, with a beautiful head of dark, wcll-drtsscd 
hmr, and dark eyes that whirled and glowed hko 
Cre-whccls, a pale, dchcalclv-cut face with noble 
features, which were cnlianctd by a pert little mous 
tnchc aud a pretty Uenn-quatre boanl though it liad 
a somewhat coquelltsh nppeorinee And this Adorns 
jn two-coloured cloth was strikingly free and easy 
in his manners. Ho fluttered up and down tho 
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'wliole table, talked here and laugbed there, and 
before I could yet inquire about bis name be was 
standing bebmd Frau Scbroder-Devnent’s cbair witb 
n, cup of champagne in bis band. He laid bis left 
band unceremoniously on her beautiful bare shoulder 
and touched glasses with her, saying aloud : “ "Wil- 
belmincben, what w6 love I It was nice though, 
was it not?” At the same time bis burning eyes 
were steadily fixed upon me whilst be whispered 
something in the ear of Schroder, whose ^ cheeks 
were colouring with an angry blush. Reluctantly 
from her lips, accompanied by a movement of her 
hand, came the words over to where I sat : “ Hear 
'Colleague, Prince Lichnowsky desires to be intro- 
duced to you.” A nod on both sides, and the 
Prince stood behind my chair and whispered into 
my ears. He spoke so fast as to make one feel 
giddy — clever, baroque, ingenious, trivial, auda- 
cious, nay friYolous things in motley mixture, and 
always in a mocking tone — so that I cast reproach- 
ful looks over to Schroder-Hevrient, implymg : 

must you in this hum and buzz send me this 
wiU-o’-the-wisp into the bargain ? She shrugged 
her shoulders with undisguised displeasure. The 
Prince quickly took that up, and whispered into my 
'Car BO wicked a thing that I can here merely hint at 
it. “ Wilhelminchen and I have had our little 
romance together too, but she is too old for me ^is 
at least a dozen years older th^n I am, so that I was 
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But how unpleasant it was now in the noisy town 
that was crowded with men, and in the “ Sohwarze 
Sossel" that was crammed fall to the roof, and in 
which for mother and myself only an uncomfortablo 
room m the third storey had been reserved And at 
the endless table ^h6te there prevailed an uncom- 
fortable crowding, and a deafening confusion Wo 
were badly seated, and still worse served witb meals 
At dessert the gentlemen, mostly officers, began 
oven to smoko their cigars 

Opposite mo there sat Wilholmino SchtSder- 
Devnent between two famous composers — Spontini 
and Meyerbeer — in whoso operas she was going to 
sing Both wore accompanied by their spouses 
My envaUerwas the one eyed Qonernl Ckiunt Schhek, 
whoso acciuaintonco I had made during my stamug 
engagement in Brflnn 

At the table there was a hum like in a hcohiro 
Above all otber voices, bowovor, there was heard 
a remarkably slunll one, that of a joung, exceed 
inglj handsome officer llo was a genuine hero of a 
novel, with o bcnnliful head of dark, will-dressed 
hair, and dark eyes that whirled and glowcil like 
Crc-whccls, a pale, dclicatcly-out face with noble 
features, which were enhanced by npirt little mous- 
tache and a pretty IIcnn-<iuntrc bevni thougli it had 
a Eomov-hat coiiuctlish nppcnrtncP And this Adomi 
in two-coloured cloth was stnkingly free and easy 
in his manners Ho fluttered up and down thi 
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Boon of her I eay, "WiJlielniinolien, you love- 
me like your son, don t you ? ” 

Frau SohriSder sat there -with -white hps, shaking- 
-with wrath Isaid "My Pnnoe, permit me to with- 
draw I am not oconstomed to such language ” 
Then he laughed scornfully, saying, softly , 
“ How — the artiste would master me — le prous 
chevalier? Ton reject mo, Pnnee Folis Lioh- 
nowsky P "What if I made yon suffer for that P But, 
no, he without fear, my angel Tou please me Au 
revoir, ma belle blonde ” And onward ho whirled 
I sat there quite stupefied Qonoml von Sohliok 
said, grumbling " I wish I could warm the lout’s 
oarsl But such is tho ‘ton’ among tho nnsto- 
cratio boohios of our dny, who hoforo they arc 
twenty have ruined thoir health and fortune in 
profligate orgies ” 

I was, however, somewhat ill at case to know 
whether tho preux ehecaher would make tho arinie 
suffer for tho robnko which tho hdi/ was ohhgi J to 
administer to him All tho more surpnsi-d was I 
theroforo whin, on tho following dav, Pianci Filii 
Lichnowskv in all formality rcqiiosled tin. honour to 
ho nllowcd to pay his Rspccts to mother and me 
■Wo durst not refnso him If so, I should fora 
certainty liavo been hissed oft tho stage W o 
therefore reci ivcd the I’nneo with cold civility But 
ho appeared not to notice our re*ervc On the 
contrary ho, from tljo first, made himieU quite 
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-at Lome with us by taking possession of two chairs, 
upon one of which be sat, and upon the second of which 
he placed his two feet. This, too, was the prevailing 
hon ton among the young fashionable lions of the day, 
because the fashionable ladies in their drawing- 
rooms permitted such manners. Thus Prince Felix 
Lichnowsky might be seen afterwards in the same 
boorish position on two chairs in the room of Coun- 
tess Ida Hahn-Hahn. And I, a public actress, should 
have combated such familiarities ? Impossible I 
Thus the Prince lay opposite me on a visit, smoked 
his cigar, and in his benumbing, frivolous manner he 
talked on all sorts of subjects. The presence of my 
mother soon proved inconvenient to him, so he 
whispered to me very audibly : “ Tell me, does she 
always sit here as your chaperon? Very unplea- 
sant I I should have wished so much to have begun 
a little romantic intrigue with you as with Wilhel- 
minchen. Oh, you should go raving with love, as so 
many, many have done before yon ! ” 

And in spite of our cold reserve he returned often 
and even oftener. It even proved futile for us to 
send word that we were engaged. The Prince simply 
pushed aside our man-servant and entered the room 
unannounced and laughing. Thus he once met at 
our apartments General von Schhck, when a nasty 
■quarrel ensued between the two, which nearly led to 
a duel The general said to me : “I wish that you 
had allowed me to fling this lout down the stairs. 
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Also, dunng the public festinhea whioh ire 
strangers attended, seated in reserred places, Lioh- 
nowsky always forced his way up to me, and paid 
hiH court to me m a wary oonspicuous, nay, compro- 
miaing, manner 

The festivities passed over in a rather melancholy 
fashion, despite all the splendour displayed, for the 
unhappy King Ferdinand, with his huge head, and 
small imbecfle eyes, and his boyish shyness, could not 
possibly arouso any sympathy, and poor angolio 
Queen liana Anna was universally pitied for 
having by a wicked poboy boon fettered to this 
opUoptio “ Trottel ’’ 

Dunng the coronation ceremony mfj 
of St. Toit upon the Hradscliin, ly 
played a positively ndionlous rih 
ho was pushed and led by Ci,j> 
spouse, and under the huge cro 
thick head appeared still more 
nonsly was never tired of 
pecially about the noble knight 
their silly costumes, looked mil 
In a trcllbed pmato pew 




throned King Cbarl^ 
the Duchess d Aif 
Bordeaux, called IK ^ 
of the King of ' 
whom I bad seen m i 
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but seven years before. What must have been their 
feelings ? 

ITeither was serious disturbance wanting, which 
cast its bloody shadows upon the coronation cere- 
mony. The butchers of Prague wanted to avail 
themselves of their old privilege to attend the coro- 
nation in their ancient suits of arms Now, when the- 
guard of the Hradschin, who had no exceptional 
instructions for the butchers, would not allow these 
armed men to pass, and the butchers wanted to 
force an entrance, there arose a conflict, in which 
both sides had killed and wounded. 

The most beautiful and interesting of all the feasts 
was the grand pageant of the peasantry outside the 
town upon the “ Invaliden- Wiese,” which gave the 
new King a many-coloured picture of his Bohemian 
land in its various national garbs and products 

Each of the Hsixteen districts of Bohemia had, 
moreover, fitted out its smartest rustic couple of 
sweethearts, who now executed dances on the 
common before their Majesties. They were sup- 
posed to be different national dances ; but in their 
affectedness they reminded one more of the ballet 
in the opera. Indeed, I was told that they had 
been taught these dances for weeks previously by a 
master of the ballet in a room of the Hradschin. 

The mob in the town celebrated its coronation 
orgies by the most revolting gluttony. Through 
the length of whole streets stood tables and benches 
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Also, during tli6 public feativifcies vrbiob ivo- 
strangers attended, seated in reserved places, Liob- 
nowsky always forced his way up to me, and paid 
bis court to me in a very oonspicuons, nay, compro- 
mising, manner 

The festivities passed over in a rather melancholy 
fashion, despite all the splendour displayed, for the 
unhappy King Ferdinand, with his huge head, and 
Small imbecde eyes, and his boyish shyness, could not 
possibly arouse any sympathy , and poor nngolio 
Queen liana Anna was universally pitied for 
having by a wicked pohoy been fottorod to this 
opiloptio " Trottol ” 

Dnnng the coronation ceremony in the cathcdml 
of St Veit upon tlio Ilmdschin, King Ferdinand 
played a poBitiiely ndionlous rl/le Like n puppol, 
ho was pushed and led by courtiers and his own 
spouse, and under tho huge crown, of IVintol liis 
thick head appeared still more shapeless. Lioh 
nowsky was never tired of making his remarks, es 
pecinlly about tho noble knights of Weniol, who, in 
their silly eostnmes, lookoil indeed rather hnroqne 

In a trclliscd pnvato pew of tho dome the de- 
throned King CluarKs X , then eightv years o'd, and 
tho Duchess dAngouWmi, and young Count do 
Bordeaux, called Henry V , lookial at tin coron ilion 
of tho King of nohemm, the same proud Iliurhins 
whom 1 had seen m all thmr jiowcr and rpleiiduur 
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but seven years before. What must have been their 
feelings ? 

Neither was serious disturbance wanting, which 
cast its bloody shadows upon the coronation cere- 
mony. The butchers of Prague wanted to avail 
themselves of their old privilege to attend the coro- 
nation in their ancient suits of arms Now, when the 
guard of the Hradschin, who had no exceptional 
instructions for the butchers, would not allow these 
armed men to pass, and the butchers wanted to 
force an entrance, there arose a conflict, in which 
both sides had killed and wounded. 

The most beautiful and interesting of all the feasts 
was the grand pageant of the peasantry outside the 
town upon the “ In validen- Wiese,” which gave the 
new King a many-coloured picture of his Bohemian 
laud in its various national garbs and products. 

Each of the ^sixteen districts of Bohemia had, 
moreover, fitted out its smartest rustic couple of 
sweethearts, who now executed dances on the 
common before their Majesties. They were sup- 
posed to be different national dances ; but in their 
affectedness they reminded one more of the ballet 
in the opera. Indeed, I was told that they had 
been taught these dances for weeks previously by a 
master of the ballet in a room of the Hradschin. 

The mob in the town celebrated its coronation 
orgies by the most revolting gluttony. Through 
the length of whole streets stood tables and benches 
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Also, dunng the pubLo festivities which we 
strangers attended, seated in reserved places, Lioh- 
nowsky always forced his way up to me, and paid 
hiB court to me in a very conspicuous, nay, compro- 
mising, manner 

The festivities passed over in a rather melancholy 
fashion, despite all the splendour displayed, for the 
unhappy King Ferdinand, with his huge head, and 
small imbecile eyes, and his boyish shyness, could not 
possibly aronso any sympathy, and poor angolio 
Queen Mana Anna was universally pitied for 
having by n wicked poboy been fettered to this 
opdoptio " Trottel ” 

During the coronation ceremony in the cathedral 
of St Veit upon the Ilradsclun, King Ferdinand 
played a positively ndioulous re/e lake a puppet, 
ho was pushed and led by courtiers and Ins own 
spouse, and under the huge crown,ot IVinrel his 
thick bond appeared still more shapeless. Licli 
nowsky was never tired of making Ins remarks, es- 
pecially about the noble knights of Wenrol, who, m 
their silly costumes, looked indeed rather /nnijnc. 

In a trcllised private pew of the dome the de- 
throned King Charles \ , then eighty yi-ars o'd, and 
the Duchess d’AngouIOme, and young Count do 
Bordcaui, called Hcnty V , looked at lie coronation 
of the King of Dohemia, the same proud Iljurhms 
whom 1 bad scan in all their power and rjdi-tidour 
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but seven years before. What must have been their 
feelings ? 

Neither was serious disturbance wanting, which 
cast its bloody shadows upon the coronation cere- 
mony. The butchers of Prague wanted to avail 
themselves of their old privilege to attend the coro- 
nation in their ancient suits of arms Now, when the 
guard of the Hradschin, who had no exceptional 
instructions for the butchers, would not allow these 
armed men to pass, and the butchers wanted to 
force an entrance, there arose a conflict, in which 
both sides had killed and wounded. 

The most beautiful and interesting of all the feasts 
was the grand pageant of the peasantry outside the 
town upon the “ In validen- Wiese,” which gave the 
new Kjng a many-coloured picture of his Bohemian 
land in its various national garbs and products. 

Each of the usixteen districts of Bohemia had, 
moreover, fitted out its smartest rustic couple of 
sweethearts, who now executed dances on the 
common before their Majesties. They were sup- 
posed to be different national dances ; but in their 
aflectedness they reminded one more of the ballet 
in the opera. Indeed, I was told that they had 
been taught these dances for weeks previously by a 
master of the ballet in a room of the Hradschin. 

The mob in the town celebrated its coronation 
orgies by the most revolting gluttony. Through 
the length of whole streets stood tables and benches 
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Also, dunng tlio pnblio festivities which we 
strangers attended, seated in reserved places, Lioh- 
nowsky always forced his way np to me, and paid 
his court to me in a very conspicuous, nay, compro- 
mising, manner 

The festivities passed over in a rather melancholy 
fasluon, despite all the splendour displayed, for the 
unhappy Kang Ferdinand, with his huge head, and 
small imbecile eyes, and his boyish shyness, conld not 
possibly arouse any sympathy, and poor nngolio 
Queen ilom Anna was universally pitied for 
having by a wicked poboy been fettered to this 
cpOoptio *' Trottol *' 

During the coronation ceremony in the cathedral 
of St Veifc upon the Hradschin, King Ferdinand 
played a positively ndiculous rCU Like a puppet, 
ho was pushed and led by courtiers and hia own 
spouse, and under the huge crown^of Wenzel )us 
ibick head appeared stiU more shnpolc^s Lich- 
uowaky was never tirod of making his remark^, w 
pociallv nbout the noble knights of Wtnzd, who, m 
tbeir silly costumes, lookcsl indeed mlln r hnn)'iuc 

In a tpclhsed pnvato pew of the dome the de* 
throned King Charles \ , then cighlv yian old, and 
the Duchess d AngoulJma, and Toung Count d 
Bordeaux, called Hcnty V , Itmkrd at tin coronatirm 
of tho King of Bohemia, Iho raim proud B lurh^ns 
whom I had seen m all thmr power and sphndour 
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-afterwards became Franz Dingelstedt’s wife; and 
before these fresh, sweet sympathetic tones the ruins 
of her voice must of necessity pale. And to see 
that Fehx Lichnowsky neglected her, and paid con- 
spicuous court to me, gnawed at her passionate heart. 

So Lichnowsky once said at the open table d^hote 
quite loudly : “ The three most beautiful ladies at the 
coronation-festivities are undoubtedly tbe Empress- 
Queen Maria Anna, the Princess Schwarzenberg, and 
Karoline Bauer. Don’t you think so too, Wil- 
helminchen ? ” 

Then one day the dismal cry of alarm rang through 
Prague : “ The cholera has broken out ! ” Every- 
body fled ; foremost among the fugitives were the 
'Court. Also the hoary King Charles X. took flight 
with his family — to succumb soon after in Goertz to 
the same shocking disease that had driven them 
away from Prggue. Emil Devrient and I wanted 
to abandon our last performance ; but I was unable 
to resist the desperate prayers of Stoger. Thus I 
remamed for two days more. 

When Lichnowsky came to bid us good-bye he 
, proposed to me, a hout 'portant, to correspond with 
him. 

“ What for ? ” I inquired, astonished. 

“ To turn your head 1 ” he said, with the naive 
arrogance peculiar to him “ I write in an enraptur- 
ing style, and am in correspondence with George 
Sand.” 
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deoted with food for the hungry and thirsty In 
different places the cooking and roasting was done, 
especially of geese, the favounte national dish 
of the Bohemians Bnt the thonsands of roasted 
geese rarely reached a table As soon as they were 
lifted off the fire, when but halt done, they wore 
tom to pieces and sivallowed by the fighting mob 
The generous Bohemian beer flowed in pools 
IVilh ten thousand newly burned earthenware 
coronation pots in their hands, the noisy multitndo, 
who Were soon enough intoxicated, besieged the 
numtiorleas drays, knocked out the bottom of the 
casks and rolled about in the pools of beer Full 
of disgust we turned nwny 

And tho grand performances in the theatre wore 
for ns actors literally n torment Nobwly took any 
interest m what was done on tho stage Tho 
nudience, in festive drc«s, raingl*! and jabbered 
in a confused crowd Much annoyed at this, 1 mil 
Dovnont and I spun off ourrotrs m “ Dinna Diana," 
"StiHo Wns«cr sind tiof," "I nlfubrung.'’ by 
Jllnger, in tho “ Letxtes Mittel," “ Strudelkii,or 
clien,” and “ VorrutUor ’ by Hollimn, ns fast ns no 
could \\ ilbthnlno Schioder was hlomlly furious 
nt this want of respect and cnnsidi ration and at 
many other things beside Sho sang tho |>art of 
Annand d Orville In Mejerbrer s op ra " Dm 
Krcurrittcr in 1 gvptcn,' and had lies dn Ikt oa 
the stage the beautiful young Jinny Lota 'r, who 
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■afterwards became Eranz Dingelstedt’s wife; and 
before these fresh, sweet sympathetic tones the ruins 
of her voice must of necessity pale. And to see 
that Eelix Lichnowsky neglected lier, and paid con- 
spicuous court to me, gnawed at her passionate heart. 

So Lichnowsky once said at the open table d'hote 
quite loudly “ The three most beautiful ladies at the 
coronation-festivities are undoubtedly the Empress- 
Queen Maria Anna, thePiiucess Schwarzenberg, and 
Karoline Bauer. Don’t you think so too, Wil- 
helminchen ^ ” 

Then one day the dismal cry of alarm rang through 
Prague : “ The cholera has broken out I ” Every- 
body fled ; foremost among the fugitives were the 
'Court. Also the hoary King Charles X took flight 
with his family — to succumb soon after m Coertz to 
the same shocking disease that had driven them 
away from Prggue. Emil Devrient and I wanted 
to abandon our last performance; but I was unable 
to resist the desperate prayers of Stoger. Thus I 
remained for two days more. 

When Lichnowsky came to bid us good-bye he 
, proposed to me, a bout 'portant^ to correspond with 
him. 

“ What for ? ” I inquired, astonished. 

To turn your head I ” he said, with the naive 
arrogance peculiar to him “ I write in an enraptur- 
ing style, and am in correspondence with George 

Band.” 
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“ And have you turned her head, too ? ” I 
laughed out, much amused “ No, my Pnnoe, I re- 
quu^ what Uttle uuderatandmg I havo very much 
indeed, and dare not allow my head to be turned ” 

So we parted amid the expiring noisy corona- 
tion festmtiea, and the first terror of the oholera- 
stnoken Prague, to meet again sovon years lator 

It was in the blooming spnng of 1843 that I 
followed the urgent luntations of the wandering 
thoalncal “ direotnco,” Emilio Pallor, for a short 
engagement in Sohwoidmtz, not thinking that it 
would bo ray last tour 

Emibo Pallor, in spite of her small decrepit 
figure, was possessed of much ontorpnse Thus she 
presented licrsilf to tho people of Schweidnilt not 
merely ns “Donna Diana” and “Maria Stuart,” 
but also as the “ Tiingfmu son Orkiiis " My 
“ Johanna ” in tho glittcnng armour rfif sib er, oven 
earned for mo a torch light procession Durgo- 
mnster Berlin solemnly presonUd mo with a liurul 
wreath, and upon a cushion of white slim a pantcl 
address “ Dediciteil with tho highest eiteem to tho 
lofty dmmatio nrtwte, Fruulcm Knrolino Ihiier, on 
tho ocei«ion of her professional i ml to Schwi idatlr 
ns a token of our highest admiration an I n'cogm 
tion 2dnd Apnl, 181 1 " 

On the day nftir (ho torch proermon I ti-wtvr I 
a Tisil from “ Frau I’n*t inn,' Ilennrtte Ifaake 
from Jnucr — the nutinnss of ih- " I’erPn ml 
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innumerable other novels. The good soul, I am 
Buie, did not, dream what torments I bad suffered, 
fourteen 3*oars before, during the reading of her 
good honest stones, whilst “ mem holier Herr,” as 
Kathchen sa^s, sat opposite mo and — drizzled. 

Hcnrictto JIankc, moreover, was an amiable, 
pleasant little woman of oS years, the very picture 
of a counti’}^ pastor’s wife, with faithful eyes, a 
hvely little tongue, and the most faultless tidiness m 
her own person Just as bright and tidy was her 
house in Jauer, with its high front-gable, where I 
had to visit licr on my return journey. 

Uegardmg her literary activity she said to me: 
do not over-estimate my feeble powers ; but it 
makes me happy to write for other people’s pleasure 
and my own I ” Afterwards, on her journey to 
her pubhsher in Hanover, she visited me in 
Dresden She was certainly an excellent and 
enviably happy woman. 

How, whilst I chatted gaily with Henriette 
Hanke in the hotel at the market in Schweidnitz, a 
Very showily-dressed, self-sufficient, stately dame 
"was ushered into the room, who mtroduced herself 
to me with the drollest volubility of tongue as Frau 
Hachtigall, the theatrical directnce from Ratibor, 
with a request that I would accept a short engage- 
ment there. 

The whole — especially the names, Hachtigall and 
-BTTatiborrr, trumpeted forth by the sweet “ night- 
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“ And Lave you turned her head, too ? ” I 
laughed out, much amused “ No, my Pnnoe, I re* 
qume what little understanding I have very much 
indeed, and dare not allow my head to bo turned ” 
So we parted amid the expiring noisy corona- 
tion festivities, and the first terror of the cholera- 
stncken Prague, to meet ngain seven years later 
It was in the blooming spnng of 1843 that t 
followed the urgent invitations of tbo wnndonng 
theatrical “ directnce,” Emiho Fallcr, for a short 
engagement in Schwcidnitz, not thinking that it 
would bo ray lost tour 

Brailio Fallor, in spite of her small decrepit 
figure, was possessed of much ontorpnso Thus she 
presontod herself to the people of ScUwoiiImtz not 
merely as “Donna Dtana* and “Mana Stuart," 
hut also ns tlio “ Tungfrau von Orleans " Afy 
“ Johanna ’ in tho glittering armour •of silvtr, on n 
earned for mo a torch light procpMioii Bur^o- 
moster Berlin solcranly presontod mo with a Imrol 
wreath, and upon a cushion of winto satin a pnntc<I 
address “ Dedicntcil with tho highest c^t‘ cm to tlio 
lofty dramJitio nrtwto, Frilulcm Knrolino Buior, on 
Iho occasion of her profcsMonal to Schwt idmlr, 
as a token of our liightit admiration nn I rcogm 
tion, 22nd April, 1911 

On tho da} nfttr lln> torch procOMJon I rrnrr I 
ft Tisit from *' Frau Pa^tonn Ifantn 

from Jnutr — the nutlurvii of th'^ * Pcrlrn jn I 
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iiimimorablG other novels. The good soul, I am 
suie, did not. dream vhat torinenls I had suffered, 
fourteen years before, during the reading of her 
good honest .stories, whilst “ mem holier Herr,” as 
Kathchen say.s, sat opposite me and — drizzled. 

Hcmictto JJanke, moreover, was an amiable, 
pleasant little woman of oS 3 oars, the veiy picture 
of a countiy pastor’s wife, with faithful e3’"es, a 
livcl3’' little tongue, and the most faultless tidiness m 
her own person Just ns bright and tidy was her 
house in Jauer, with its high fiont-gable, whei’e I 
had to visit her on my return journc3\ 

Hegarding her literary activity she said to me : 
“ I do not over-estimate m3'' feeble powers ; but it 
makes me happ3’' to write for other people’s pleasure 
and m3^ own I ” Afterwards, on her journey to 
her publisher in Hanover, she visited me m 
Dresden. She was certainly an excellent and 
enviably happy woman. 

How, whilst I chatted gaily with Hennette 
Hanke in the hotel at the market in Schweidnitz, a 
Very showily-dressed, self-suf&cient, stately dame 
Was ushered into the room, who introduced herself 
to me with the drollest volubility of tongue as Frau 
Hachtigall, the theatrical directrice from Ratibor, 
With a request that I would accept a short engage- 
ment there. 

The whole — especially the names, Hachtigall and 
.Sn’atiborrr, trumpeted forth by the sweet “ night- 
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“And have yon turned her head, tooP” I 
kughed out, much amused “ N'o, my Prince, I re- 
quire what little understanding I have vety much 
indeed, and dare not allow my head to be turned ” 
So we parted amid the expiring noisy corona- 
tion festivities, and the first terror of the cholora- 
stncken Prague, to meet again seven years Inter 
It was in the blooming spring oE IS-W that I 
followed the urgent invitations of the wandonng 
theatnoal “ diroctrico,” Emibo Pallor, for a short 
engagement in Sohwoidnitz, not thinking that it 
would bo my lost tour 

Emilio Pallor, in spite of her small decrepit 
figure, was possessed of much ontorpnso. Tims she 
presented herself to the people of Scliweidnili not 
merely ns “ Donna Diana ’ and " Ifana Stuart," 
but nlso as tho “Jungfrau von Orlians " Ify 
“ Johanna," in tho glittering armour rfif silver, oven 
earned for mo a torch light procession PurgO- 
mastcr Berlin solemnly presented mo with a 1 mrel 
avroath, and upon a cushion of while salin a pnnKrl 
address “ Dedicated with tho highest csln m to the 
lofty dramatic artiste, Prilultin Knrolin Bluer, on 
tho occasion of lar proftssional visit to Sehwi i Initr 
as n token of our highest admiration an 1 rccagni 
tion, 2dnd Apn! ISll 

On tho da^ afttr thi torch proccsiion I r'V'irr 1 
o visit from "trau Pastoran,* llianelt IlaaVo 
from JnULf — the nutlnrr«s of llm “ Perl n on I 
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requested the Herr Justizratli to play tlic solo 
just a little more slowly or : “ Herr Doctor, please 
make tbe flute join m a little faster ! ” — or : “ iMosl 
honoured first fiddle ” — (** Herr Baron ! ” — some- 
body whispered to me) — *‘j)ardon! Herr Baron, please 
do not play the tremolo for the recitation quite so 
softly ! » 

And for the performance itself the dehqhtcd 
Hachtigall pair had prepared quite brilliant sur- 
prises Whilst Preciosa passed before the spec- 
tators upon a beautifully-decked litter boi ne on the 
shoulders of the gipsies, Yiarda followed {uoudly 
mounted on a donkey, after whom tw-o go it-, two 
sheep, two largo white poodles, which giji'y-i) - 
led by red ribbons ** Whore all love, K.ol 
alone may not hate ! ” I said to m\>eir, and qnichh. 
took upon m}’- arm my charmin^'- little 
Kora . . . and Batibor wms much editud by i* 
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ingale ” with a genmne heutenant’s hair — awatened 
in me an irresistible laughter To make amends 
for that I promised to come to Batibor for a few 
performances, and joyfully the nightingale fluttered 
away Thus I have played in Batibor too, and bare 
been present there at truly gigantic ladies’ coffees, m 
charming gardens which were just then exhibiting 
their Eweotost verdure of spring 

The Binge, which bad been erected in a very long, 
narrow hall, caused me at first to start a little It 
was, indeed, a miserable piece of patchwork, and 
almost on the same level with the space for the 
audience Add that upon this genuine gipsy stage I 
was to Bing and dance Prceiosa, but had to go 
a begging first for the music, for Batibor had no 
band, but an cicollcnt orchestra of dilettanti 

Indrcd, the whole arrangements of the wandering 
comedian crnfl attracted roe, so that I gaily set out, 
together with dircctnco Kachtignll, to gncefnlly 
invite Juslirmlh Jonas, director of the orchestra 
of dilettanti, and himself a distinguished composer, 
and some other eminent siolms and flutes and 
basses to lend us their help at tho pcrronnanco of 
Prccio«n And they did so with much ]>leasure, 
so that they made this performance of T’rectosa in 
Batibor nn CR|H'cmlIy memorable one for me Vl tho 
rchear'al to which the wins and daiightrn of my 
musical diUltnnli wire ndmittfal theo prcvailr'l a 
very jollj lone, and I could not [■'■Ip »mdin„ when f 
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time in lier life, fallen deeply in love wifch my 
shining, amorous Armand Richelieu. Whether I 
cured the little one at that time of her mad love, 
I don’t know. But should she read these lines, she, 
now perhaps herself a mother, a grandmother, will 
smile at a sweet delusion of her youthful heart, 
and remember kindly the seductive Armand who 
will then rest under the green turf. 

I had heard a great deal in Ratibor of the mad 
Prince Pelix Lichnowsky, who lived on his neigh- 
bouring country seat, and furuislied an abundant 
daily supply for the scandalmongers of the town. 
Sis years before that time the Prince had quitted 
the Prussian service owing to debts and other 
irregularities, and had gone to Spam to evade liis 
unhappy creditors, and to olTer his sword to tlio 
Pretender, Don Carlos ; three years afterwards he 
had returned from Spam with the rank of Carlist 
Brigadier-Greneral, and now ho lived on his hciiui- 
tage, near Ratibor, by no means as a pious licrmil. 
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too, love, but nm unhappy in my love I lovo your 
Ferdinand Hocbaoher, from Dresden I have seen 
him play in Breslau aweet Hamlet and dear 
Mortimer , and eince that time Ferdinand has boon 
my only thought by day, and my dream by night.” 

“ But do you not know that Hochsohor has long 
been married ? ’ 

" Hero exactly lies my ill Inck. But seeing that 
I cannot many him, I would, at least, lovo him— of 
course in all honour I will join the stage, and at 
least bo his Ophelia and hia Slana , and yon, mem 
Frauloin, must help mo to achieve this, since you 
play so beautifully the most noble lovo ” 

1 almost fear that in that hour I did not loss 
beautifully practise the most noble plain speaking 

Another little adventure in Batibor is prettier I 
had played that evening young, smart Armand 
Richelieu in a coat of red velvet, ombroiilcred with 
gold, and prettv breeches of whito silt, nnd shoos 
with buckles Well, next morning n very pretty 
little girl of about fourteen years of ago enters my 
room, nnd blushing, stnmmenng, sobhin„, alio 
manages to utter " I should like to bo an netress 

^joiir pupil — follow you every where, nnd bo 

idiinys with you lour Armand Itichelioii was loo 
charming, and where ver I nm I hear him ai.,h 
• Diana, I love tlu-o !’” 

Then n li„hl dawiieel ui>on me TI e poor child 
jn the simplicity of her heart had, for the fin* 
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time in her life, fallen deeply in love with my 
shining, amorous Armand Richelieu. Whether I 
cured the little one at that time of her mad love, 
I don’t know. But should she read these lines, she, 
now perhaps herself a mother, a grandmother, will 
■smile at a sweet delusion of her youthful heart, 
-and remember kindly the seductive Armand who 
will then rest under the green turf. 

I had heard a great deal in Ratibor of the mad 
Prmce Belix Lichnowsky, who lived on his neigh- 
bourmg country seat, and furnished an abundant 
■daily supply for the scandalmongers of the town. 
Six years before that time the Prince had quitted 
the Prussian service owing to debts and other 
’ irregularities, and had gone to Spam to evade his 
unhappy creditors, and to offer his sword to the 
Pretender, Don Carlos ; three years afterwards he 
had returned from Spam with the rank of Oarhst 
Bngadier-Greneral, and now he hved on his hernn- 
tage, near Ratibor, by no means as a pious hermit. 

And then, one evening, shortly before the com- 
mencement of the “ Letzter W affengang, when I 
was already dressed m my costume, the Prince 
stood before me behind the scanty wings of the 
Ratibor stage, to renew his acquaintance with me. 

He had aged, his chequered hfe not having passed 
over him without leaving a trace , but he was still the 
same elegant, arrogant hbertine he was at Prague, 
of whom a contemporary says : “ Prince Felix 
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laotnowBky, lake Prince Pflokler, belongs to those 
dandies, rouda, lions irho nttruot the attention of 
the multitude at any oost by theip contempt of mon, 
their triviality, impndenoe, liaisons, horses, and 
dnels a kmd of modem Alcibiades, ovory~ 

day cutting the tail of another dog ” 

"Within the first five minutes I had loamod from 
the Pnnce*8 mouth *' My fnond Liszt bos lately 
been hving with me at my hermitage for sovoral 
weeks, and we have led a very ngreoablo life 
together ” Yes, indeed, in Batibor people related 
the wildest stones of this pasha hfo ! 

“ My fnond George Sand Iras sent mo a famous 
Pariiiian ooot, for tho Silesmn cookery kills body and 
mind With my fnond, tho highly intolkotual 
Countess Hahn Hahn, I am in very nolivo coitvs 
pondonce ' 

“ And it has turned the unhappy woman s head ? 

I interrupted, with a laugh 

Lichnowsky looked nl mo fixedly, then ho said, 
with an nnstocmtic nir of otfindcd dij,nity — 

“A — hi tho artiste from Prague would like to 
give ino o le“5ou 1 ’ 

•' A\ by docs tho Pnneofrom Prague provoke itf ' 

I rcpheil, laughing 

Tho play, which was just then b- ginning, |ml a 
stop to this dangcnius phy of words 

Dunng the fair Ilf r lachnowflj, ns if nuthin-, 
whatever had Imjijaucd I* tmea us, caine to ne mo 
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on llic stage, and introduced to me liis friend, 
“Landiath’’ ’Wicliura, a portl}' gentleman. We 
clialted and langlied, I not dreaming then how 
portentous this new acquaintanceship would be for 
me, and that the Landrath would bo for me the 
provcibial straw to save me from drowning. 

After tbc pel formance I had to sup with the two 
gentlemen Cliampngue went round. Mj good 
motlier, 1113' guardian angel, was, alas, gone I 

Por the follow ing forenoon the Prince invited us 
to a dvjeihicr a la fonrehette at his “ hermitage,” as 
he liked to call it. The Prince’s law agent in 
Batibor, a wortli}' old gentleman, and his spouse 
were to chaperon me; and in this company, to the 
amazement of Palibor, we set out for the charming, 
prmcel3’' country scat. Liclmowsky did the honours 
of the host lu the most amiable way ; Landrath 
Wichura courted me very conspicuously. We in- 
spected the park which contained many fine trees ; 
I tried the glorious “ grand ” which Liszt had conse- 
crated. George Sand’s Parisian cook had done his 
work in a masterly style ; but, unfortunately, served 
us with dishes as small as if for Liliputians, so that 
I, who always had a good appetite, asked for a 
German pancake as dessert only to satisfy my hunger. 

Put I was not to rise from table without having 
had a new skirmish with my Prince from Prague ■ 
the preux chevalier. The conversation turned about 

VOL. IV. ^ 
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director Naohtigall, and saddeidj Liohnoivsty said, 
ronglily — 

" Just fancy, this Nacbtignll had the impndeneo 
to call here and to invite my fnend Lisat to play 
upon his misemhlo Ratibor stage A Liszt, and 
my guest, to play in Hatibor, and with a Ifachtigall 
— unheard ot 1 You may imagine that I gave this 
Nachtigall a becoming answer ” 

The hite stuck in mv mouth, and, trembhng with 
indignation, I said sharply — 

“ My Pnneo, am not I your gneSt, too? and do 
notl play m Hatibor, and with a Naohtigall? If 
your fnond Liszt had done nothing worse hero than 
play tho piano in Hatibor, ho would not have do- 
gradod himself in any way ” 

“ Ah 1 tho town gossip ot Hatibor has reached your 
car, too, I SCO ! " Lichnowsky said, with a scornful 
smile “ But, of course, wo are not going to quarrel, 
but to see my smoking and dreaming cabinet " 

Tho room was furnished quite in a Turkish style, 
with thick carpets, and swelling divans along tho 
walls. Outside the windows nodded green branches. 

It really wasn room for dreaming 

Only 3 number of pictures which adorned tho 
wnlls did not nltogclbcr match tho Turkidi fumi 
tnro, but, perhaps, were all the mcrosuiii’J to tho 
Turlasli dreams 

"All I once lorcdl" the I'nnco said, with an 
alloctcd sigh 
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In this gallery of beauties I recognized Lola 
MonteZj Wilhelmine Scbroder-Devrient, Charlotte 
von Hagn, Madame Pleyel, tbe Parisian pianoforte 
virtuoso . . 

" I only regret that your picture is wanting 
here, which L’Allemand is said to have painted so 
beautifully.” 

‘‘ You would augment this gallery by it ? I must 
distinctly protest against it, my Prince. Have you 
the smallest title to do so ? ” 

Alas, no ! Perhaps you would like this place ? ” 

So saying, he conducted me into the library, 
where I found the portraits of Mars, Horval, 
Pettich, and Sophie Schroder. 

“ Yes, my Prince ; this place would honour me.” 

Laughing:, the Prince related how he had once 
mystified the whole of the high nobility in the 
neighbourhood by inviting them “ to the chase, 
but had not treated them to anything but the bring 
hares and roes of his fields, no luncheon in the 
wood, no dinner m the castle; and how he had 
enjoyed seeing the ever-longing faces of his hungry 
guests. “ At least, that was something new, and it 
continued to be the talk of the people for the whole 
Winter ! ” the narrator concluded, triumphantly. 

During the conversation, the thought recurred to 
me again and again : What a strange mixture of 
brilliant and trivial qualities, of chivalry and 
foppery, of a nobly grand and a frivolous character 
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IS united in tins handaome man ivlio is so noMy 
endowed by nature I Two demons were constantly 
Btmggling for his possession 'WTiioh will conquer 
erentnally — the good or the evil ? 

On our dnve home, the Prince and IViohuni 
accompanied us on horseback for a few miles, and 
the Landrath did not leave my side But I had 
eyes only for the Prince who, in enchanting beauty, 
and vnth most perfect horsemanship, like a genuine 
hero of romance, pranced along by the side of our 
carnage, and understood cheerfully and amiably 
how to talk of another happy mooting in Sihsta 
Why did ho emphasize the word Silesia so ]icoiilnrly, 
casting a knowing look and smile at the Band- 
mth at the same time? On bidding me good b^e, 
ho pressed my hand, and said, with a charm so 
peculiar to him ** Forget the prerir cArrnfirr and 
remember kindly the poor Silrsian hermit 1 ’ 

Fven to-day I see the handsome man, audacious 
and linughly, in the frcshniss of frolicsome youth, 
galloping away and at the bind of the road beckoiiiiig 
to me the last gricifnl farewell But anotliT 

picture follows clo«i In tlio wake of this It 

represinUs Pnneo Klix I iclinowskr, but fin \rars 
later, now a minibi r of tin hmnkfiirt I'lrliameiit 
on the 18th ‘siplimlier ISt'’, with the hoiry 
Oeneral von Aiiemwal 1 (l-etng and rhunl hke a 
poor fnJiteno<l,puia>ur.l rte , pranein^ thr i i„h t' ’ 
Bomhcim !u-ath, (lelh-d with stonri, and curi~l by 



THE CURTATE FALLS, 


809 


■an iuliuman mob whom the preux chevalier had so 
often provoked by his icy scorn and his most pro- 
nounced contempt from the tribune of the Pauls- 
kirche and from his horse. How timidly and fear- 
fully the horsemen look behind them, having lost 
their way in the narrow alle^^s between the gardens, 
and are now unable to find an exit. But what keeps 
the preux chevalier ^ He in'iist not leave his horsoj 
and, like a cowardly spy, hide from the howling 
mob in the nook of a cellar. The proud knight must 
seek safety upon his horse, and he will find it, or, 
if the worst comes to the worst, he must defend his 

life to the last drop of his blood. 

But the proud knight has, in this hour of danger, 
completely lost his head and heart. He hides in 
the dark cellar of a gardener’s house, whilst General 
Auerswald, in the gown and cap of the gardener, 
seeks refuge in an attic. 

But only a few minutes later the inhuman mob 
has spied out the hoary General, and dragged him 
down into the garden. He receives blows with 

sticks, sabres, rifles, and scythes. 

“ Have mercy ! Is there no father of a family 
among you whom his innocent children await at 
home ? I, too, have at home five young children, 

whose mother died but lately. Do not fob them of 

« 

their father likewise.” 

In vain ! Does the bloodthirsty hyena, know 
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mercy ? Two bullets from the guns of the assassins 
lay low the unhappy man 

Past his lifeless form they drag the Prince Felix 
Liohnowsky Pale with terror, ho implores 

them, saving “ Grant me my hfo, and I will do 
everything for the Gorman people I ’ 

“ Too late 1 Ton shonld have thought of that 
sooner Look yonr comrade has had his dessert 

already with the nflo It is your turn now ” 

In the Bomheim Alloy they tear his coat to 
shreds Then his proud blood once more boils up, 
and, with the courage of despair, the Pnnoo seeks to 
snafeh the gun from Ins nearest assailant That is 
the signal 1 Pierced by bullets ho drops down 
Ills fnond, Pnneo Ftlix Ilohonlohe, niipcars too 
late on the scene to save him Ho may onlj prepare 
for him a qoiot resting place In the nch country 
house of the banker, von Dcthmann, Liclmowsky’s 
bloody head ixpo'cs in the arms of a fair woman 
who had often held the winning seducer in loving 
embrace, whilst his arm, hacked nnd bruised by 
scythes, wntis a last losing adieu to another lady, 
who, although Gftcen years older than ho, m icrllio 
le “5 understood how to nltncb him to hrr person — 
through her wit nnd 1 • r great wrallli 
Uc thanks the Duchess of ‘'agaii fur her lovi, nnd 
begs licr to ]>ay bis dibts of bonour \ f w 

hours later hti brilliant, advcntqnms liff i’ fiimhol 
\\ bat confujed nnaioua tbouj hts, cninpUiuiui 
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and accusing, must have passed tlirough the head 
and heart of Felix Lichnowsky lu that portentous 
hour I 

When I read of his awful death in Switzerland 
it reminded me with thiillini]: emotion of that cheer- 
ful parting scene in Sdesia, five short years before 

^ ^ iT * -tr 

Landrath Wichura called on mo in Ratibor 
next day, and soon in Dresden, in order to ask 
formally for mj’’ hand 

I did not love him, but I did not refuse him I 
was lonofinjT for a deliverer from the Dresden en- 
gagement, whicli I felt daily more intolerable. 
Moreover, I liked the idea well enough, of being a 
Frau Landiatlnn, and a Gnadige Frau (my lady)^ 
in a country-seat of beautiful Silesia So it came to- 
pass that our wedding-day was fixed for March, 1844. 

King Fiiednch Wilhelm IV had given a written 
permit to Landrath Wichura to marry an actress. 
The Landrath told me marvellous stories of the 
brilliant preparations for our wedding, and for my 
festive reception upon our estate. Four-and- 
twenty countrymen had been newly clothed to meet 
me on horseback, in solemn procession, before 
entering the policy. An experienced lady’s maid 
had been engaged for the Gnadige Frau Landrathin 
(her ladyship). For the little dog Cora, the atten- 
tive bridegroom had had made a little tester-bed of 
green silk. The wedding was to take place in a 




fil2 MEMOIRS OF KAROLI\E BAUER 

fortnight, and Pnnce Felix Lichnowsky offered to 
bo my best man The latter hod already success- 
fully employed his influence with Kmg Leopold oC 
the Belgians, that the English pension that was 
allowed mo should be capitalized and paid over to mo 

Then all of a sudden I received a letter from tho 
worthy Imnd of the Burgomnstor of Ratibor, and 
proofs tliat my affianced was a wretch, who, more- 
over, was in constant dread of his creditors, and now 
hoped to 8n^o himself with my money And I im- 
mediately broke off tho engagement. 

Landrnth Wichiira lost his place, tho right to 
wear tho Prussian cockado, and afterwards shot 
himaclf dead 

But what now’ Was I humbly to petition tho 
intondnnt for tho renewal of my contract amidst 
the dcri«!vo laughter of my ^oungi r sister artistos, 
and perhaps e\cn under degrading condilions? 

Jsc\crl Rather 

And n p iving hand was held out (o me At that 
time there Inisl m Dro den Count I^dislos Plater, 
a Polish fugitive, who had lo\ed mo ns early os 
fifteen years ago m Berlin It was an ovil 

hour when I seized tliat hand confidin^^ly and fol- 
lowed it out into life 

I lia\o Imd to pay for it bitterly all my life 
1- sD or Tuc Mcuoirs or Kacuusc Bicca. 



OHAPTEE. IX. 

L’ENTOI. 

'The Countess PLiLTEU. — H istory op the Count — ^Theib 
Marriage — In Sayitzerland — The Count and Countess 
Settle at Ktlchcerg — The Villa Broelbeeg — An Ill- 
suited Pair — Meanness and Avarice — Thirty-three 
Tears’ Suffering — The Countess Takes Steps to 
Return to the Stage — No Vacancy — A “ Polish 
Hell” — The Countess goes to Paris to Bury her 
Brother — A Drearier and a G-loohier Life — In- 
fluence OP THE Count over his Wife — A Pall Indeed 
— Death by Chloral — The End. 

In the spring of 1844, Karolme Bauer broke off her 
engagement with the Silesian Landrath Wichura, 
and immediately tied a new bond with Count 
Ladislas Plater, who was ]ust then living in 
Dresden, under police surveillance, he being a 
Polish refugee. The unfortunate woman let go the 
one deceitful straw, seizing the first raj of safety 
that came in sight, not dreaming that it was again 
a straw which condemned her to struggle on against 
drowning, without a chance of dehverance for a 
period of many cruel years. 

Count Ladislas Plater was born in the year 
1808, in Russian Lithuania, where his wealthy 
, family held much landed property. During the 
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years of 1827 and 1828, ho stayed in Berlin, whero 
he attended the college, here ho paid his eonrt to 
the young and bcantiful actress, Karolino Bauer, 
mth Pohnh passionateness She, a year older than 
ho, did not pay special attention to the green 
ndniircr, and indulged in fnn togolhor with her 
mother at his oTponso , bccanso ho alirays adored 
with empty hands, omphasiiod with so much solf- 
loTO his UToi / Ifoi / and had outragconal) red hair 
She and her mother used to call the Polish adoratcur 
Onr “ Pnpelmutrhon ’ (Our red moi) 

Connt Ladislns Plater ciponencod in Berlin the 
bitterdisappointmcnt of seeing his adored onegiiing 
tho preference to the Russian Count Samoilow, who, 
as wo liavo seen before, turned out to bean ndien* 
turcr, a vatel deeliam0rc,o( tho name of Gnmin, and 
of her OTcntually following the golden nllurcmi.nt of 
Pnneo Leopold of Koburg to come to Lngland 
The poor forsaken red Iinirca tnoi now plnngoil 
into tho Polish revolution, and, without linMiig 
nohieicd special dteils of renown, after the full of 
■Warsaw, fled with his brother Cniiar to Pans 
Their estates were confiscated hy Bus'in and only 
by stealth was thiar mother, who had remained 
behind in Lithuania, nhlo to bring, littlu bj little, a 
portion of her fortune across the liorder for her sons 
Count Cn ar PI iter lited the lift of a f-on nriiit 
in Pans , Ladisla* implletl by a buriiiu„ ambition 
mlhcr choto th part of a Poll h agitator, |iatricl, 
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and martyr, and managed to trumpet about the 
Polish cause, not without a certain amount of skill 
and pertinacity, but always at other people’s 
expense. Thus nch Polish emigrants gave the 
money for the journal “ Le Polonais,” which ap- 
peared in Pans under Count Ladislas Plater’s 
name in 1833-36, and for a journey to England for 
the purpose of political agitation, on which occasion 
he gathered names for an address in favour of the 
restoration of the kingdom of Poland. N’ay, m 
weak moments, he even dreamt he saw this Polish 
Royal Crown upon his own red head 1 

In Prance Count Ladislas Plater tied a tender 
bond with young Countess Felez. Then he saw 
in Dresden, in the beginning of 1841, after a 
separation of fifteen years, his early Berlin flame, 
Raroline Bauer ; she still had the same bewitching 
mfluence as of old over him, and ousted from his 
heart Countess Pelez. 

And the seductive German actress, after her 
latest experiences with Landrath Wichura and her 
weariness of the theatre, was just in the most favour- 
able mood for hearing him. 

Did he promise to wed her ? One morning Raro- 
hne Bauer and Count Ladislas Plater had dis- 
appeared from Dresden. 

As he would have had difficulties with regard to 
his passport, being a Polish agitator and under 
pohce surveillance. Count Ladislas Plater travelled 
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Tinder the name and with the French passport o£ 
the Parisian merchant, Lonis Bauer, together with 
Knrohne, nd hlannheim, where Captain Karl Bauer 
lived, to Pans, to her brother Lonis ** The 
brothers raised no objection to it,” Karolino wntos 
Soon after, in tho apnng of 184i, the pair 
emerge in Switzerland, under tlio name of ** Count 
and Countess Plater ** There, according to an 
assertion of Count Plater, they wore lognlly marnod 
Bomowhcrc, on tho 17th April, 1844 Kurohno 
Bauir has never dared to assert tho same 

I^bidume la Comtesso de Feki In es this vorj day in 
Bonlcnux, m great indigonco, nnd writes to Count 
Ladislns IMatcr at Broolborg one jorotniad opisUo 
after the other reminding him of his ohhga 
tiODB towards lus earl^ love and their son In 

vnin I Lniiitolns, once so loving, now often Bimpljr 
rctuniB tlieso luconvenunt lamentations to 
Jlndttino de Felcz — though not without lm\ing 
read thoin Jl/omirur le Comte, besides other secret 
nrt^, also practisc's tho art of ojMjuing haters over 
Btemm, rending them, and if their contents do 
not plcnso him of Bending them ba 1. to ih? pisL 
* lobe relurneil, after having, of course, can fnllj 
closed them up ngiin 1 do not know whit tho 
cnimunl Ivw m Switzerland saj-s to that If, m this 
wicked world, the Polish Ilojal Crown should camo 
to iuu„ht, Monsieur lo Comio Plater would Iw 
fpccmlljr ndap id for tho post of a dnvotor of a 
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Doicfc post-ofTice. M.13^ it be tbafc Madame de 
Felcz IS the innocent cause why Karolme Bauer 
could not become a legitimate Countess Plater? 
Ilints on the part of the departed make us suspect it. 

After a short stay in Lucerne, and after the pro- 
jected purchase of the Napoleonic Castle Arenen- 
berg having come to nothing, Count and Countess 
Plater settled in Nilchberg, on the Lake of Zurich, 
permanently, in a villa charmingly situated on the 
slope of the hill The villa received a white-red 
Polish flag and the name of “ Broelberg,” because 
the faniil}'’ of the Platers which hailed from West- 
phalia was originally known by the name of “ von 
dem Broclc ” 

This beautiful green Broelberg, with its delightful 
view over the lake of Zurich, and the glittering 
Alps of Glams in the distance, was destined in the 
course of many dreary years to become more and 
more a “Qualberg” (mount of torment) to Karolme, 
as she never ceases mournfully to repeat. 

Count Plater soon turned out a true Polish dicta- 
tor, an obstinate, haughty tyrant, and a jealous 
Othello Besides this, he endeavoured to establish 
in Switzerland a genuine Polish rule, and to treat 
the free Swiss as he once treated his Polish serfs : 
with horsewhip and kicks As the Swiss did not 
stand that, the “ tyrant of Broelberg ” never got 
altogether out of his rage. But he, the bigoted 
Latholic, especially hated the people of Zurich, who 
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are Protestants and spoak Gterman, he hated 
them almost as mnoh as his hereditary enemies, the 
Bnsaians and the Germans, whom he liked to call 
HoAteura pommes de terre. 

And Karoline Bauer was a Gorman — a Protestant 
— nnd continued to ho ao till her end But her 
master compelled her to alaajrs speak Fronch with 
him, nnd to attend with him Cathoho mass in 
Zflnch Count Plater did not learn — nor, in his 
Polish arrogance, wish to learn — to speak Gorman, in 
spite of a sojourn of nearly forty years in Gorman 
Switzerland 

Karoline Bauer continued an artiste who clung 
with body nnd soul to the stage nnd its tnumphs 
but thoro must bo no mention of that on tlio 
BroSlborg If at any time her thirsty comedienne 
heart ovorllovrod with recollections and longings for 
the stage, nnd for those old happy dnys of freedom 
nnd renown, she over roccn cd the sovorcst answer of 
the hnnglity nnstocmt " Karoline Bauer — la come- 
dienne cst inorte " 

■W hnl n melancholy oiistenco to bo no longer the 
admired nctress Karoline Bautr, nor to bo nblo to 
call 111 rf elf m honour Ifm/ama In Comtr^it tl' Jlwrl- 
rintfr, nnd to have to cany on this distnssful life 
for more tlmn n pcniration in spinlnnl nnd bodily 
chniiis nnd fitters I 

Kivertlielrss, Knroline Bauer’s fato was to suder 
mori still from nnotliir curse which her roaster im- 
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posed upon her — under his literally incredible Polish 
avarice I Ifc always cost her a terrible struggle 
when the Count was to furnish the necessary money 
for household expenses or when he was called upon 
to pay an account. . . ‘‘ He always wishes to 

thrash the people who want money from him — and 
whipping won’t do in Switzerland as it does m 
Poland ! ” What torments are not expressed in this 
complaint of his unfortunate companion for life 1 

Once, when a Zurich lawyer presented to the 
Count an inconvenient bill of exchange, the petty 
tyrant of Broelberg threatened him with a loaded 
revolver. 

Under this awful stinginess Uarolme Bauer 
suffered for thirty-three years most fearfully. As 
long as she herself was possessed of a centime she 
^ilways paid for her lord, in order to keep the 
Count’s establishment upon a tolerably decent foot- 
ing; and the name which she bore before the world 
free from petty debt summonses. During all those 
years she privately augmented the wages of the 
servants, because Broelberg would otherwise have 
been without them. If a cow, a horse, or anything 
else was required in their household, and the “ Herr 
Graf” insisted on paying only Polish prices, then 
Prau Grafin secretly gave to the dealers the 
difference of the sum demanded If the Count had 
to sell a calf, and had invited by letter all the 
butchers about the lake of Zurich to attend, and 
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bargiuned mth thorn for hours, then the Countess 
secretly pat mto tho hands of the dealers tho- 
nnmher of francs -which her lord had extorted, and 
the unonstooratio bargain -wns finished This 
cowardly mnnageniont revenged itself dreadfully 
on tho mistress of tho Brotlbcrg — -when her cash 
was finished How often did Karohno Bauer, 
dnnng tho long years of her stay on tho “ hill of 
torment,” senouBly think of fleeing from it and her 
tyrant? As early ns autumn of 1853 she takes 
serious steps to return to tho stage She writes to 
tho Intondant von LUttichau, cautiously inquir- 
ing whether a good fnoed of hers, an able actress, 
hotween forty and fifty, could find an engagement 
at tho Royal Tlieatro in Dresden, to play tlio parts 
of matrons, in tho lino of AVcrdi 

Did Herr von LDtIichnu sco through this inquiry? 
Ho answers by return of post from Pillnitr, October 
4th, 1853 — 

"Honoured CoiintessI — It makes mo ver^ hn]ipy, 
after such n long intinnl, to reccito tho proof tliat 
you still think of me with nffeelionato attichnirnt, 
and you mnj rest assured that I think of joii very 
often indeed, and that tho amiability which wns 
so particularly your clnractenstic will ncicr Iw 
forgotten by anyone who knows you 1 still rrpn* 
sent you in my iiiind with tho same charms tint 
cncirclcel vour whole mtensliiig pmoii — and, to 
speak candidly, you have ns yet found no ndequnto 
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successor with us I If the lady about whom you 
address me, were suited for the same line m which 
you excelled so greatly — besides, she possesses at 
least lu a measure your personal merits — I should 
at once engage her. But since it concerns the line 
of "Vrerdi, in which Fraulem Berg is so excellent, 
there would be no vacancy herein that case. But I 
should wish to meet with a second Braulein Bauer. 
I wish that you could help me in finding one I But 
unfortunately the chances are small I 

“ I am more than happy to hear of your proposed 
visit to Dresden during the winter. Indeed, I 
believe it would please you to assist at some of our 
performances. The tone of the opera has been 
greatly raised by Fraulem Jenny Ney She is, 
without dispute, the greatest songstress of the 
world at the present day She is, by a long way, 
superior to what Schroder- Devnent was in her best 
time, and also leaves Lind and Sontag far behind 
her. Tichatschek is unchanged as yet m vigour 
and voice, so that we are able to produce very 
creditable performances I In the drama Emil 
Devrient andjMad. Bayer-Burck are our chief pillars. 
If Dawison should come our stage would, without 
doubt, occupy the foremost rank ; as you may 
convince yourself personally if we have the great 
pleasure of seeing you among us. . .” 

Had the desired line been vacant m Dresden for 
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Karolme Bauer at that time, ivith irhat dehpht 
•would “ Fmu Gm&n Plater ” have left her tjrant 
and returned to the alngo as Knrolmo Bauer — and 
probably not have died so ivretohedly ns she did 
upon her mount of torment She did not eco 
Dresden again, hut for years she ohonshod tho fond 
dream of re entering the beloved boards — at last 
oven in tho hno of “ grandmothers ’’ 

Her solo consolation in her “ Polish hell," that 
was growing oven hotter, was her brother Louis, 
■who came to see her in Switzerland every summer 
and supported his sister morally and pecuniarily in 
her hard task and heavy expenses She writes 
" As long as roy brother lived I was not separated 
from Germany, httcai gemaUi/ German Since 
Ills death 1 am forsaken in tho spintiml domain — 
nnd have grown dull in mind ” ITo inanagcil 
her fortune, nnd ns often as she required it ho sent 
her money, articles of toilet — indeed, evorytliing ft 
was her hope nnd consolation tliat slio could find a 
rtfiigo with him at any time if her misen should 
prove unbearable — and her lord liiow it llu wan 
afraid of tho energetic Parisian " brotliir in law ’ 
and on his account ho rcstraiucd himself con 
sidcritdr 

Onci , in tho spnng of IPGd, Karolme had pn 1 r>I 
nil her trunks to leave TlrtnlWrg for i verdunn, llu 
absence of lurlonl nnl ti fljo to her l> it’i r in 
I’jrn 1 h a Louis UV ^raphid to he- ‘ 1 
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have to go from home at present. Don’t act rashly. 
Wait till I come ! ” 

The following summer he had intended to visit 
his sister in Switzerland, and, if need be, take her 
away with him. Then on the 29th of July she 
receives a telegram from Pans She opens it in the 
joyful expectation that it contains the announce- 
ment of the day of her brother’s arrival, and, 
breaking down, she reads : “ Yotre frere n’est plus ! 
Yenez an plus vite * ” An operation necessitated 
by the presence of stone had caused his death a few 
hours after the operation. 

For the last time she leaves her mount of torment 
and hastens to Pans to bury her brother — and to 
sink her own last hopes for freedom and happiness 
into the same grave. Jfow, completely bowed 
down, she follows her lord back to her Swiss prison, 
the gates of which close more firmly than ever 
behind her. She was almost a prisoner, like that 
mysterious Countess in the castle at Eishausen, of 
which these memoirs give an account. 

Louis Bauer had bequeathed all his fortune to his 
sister Karoline, and completely disinhented his 
brother Karl, now a half-pay Major, and his two 
daughters, not dreaming that this heritage would not 
turn out a blessing for his unhappy sister, but 
rather the contrary. 

Por now Count Ladislas Plater exercised an 
almost demoniacal influence over his mate for life. 
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and lie was not satisfied until Knrohno Bauer 
had made over to Intn by a legal act lior whole 
fortune on tho 29th July, 1864 

And in what did this demoniacal power of this 
nnloved, dreaded man consist, to whom fate had 
chained Karohno Baner in an ovil hour P 

In tho cruel httlo word “ Go, if you wish tho 
world to know that you novor were my legitimate 
wife I ’ Yea, indeed, a cmcl, heartless word to ad- 
dress to a woman who onco had been his hot, early 
flame, and who had anonPeod to him ovorything 
Through this word and tho handing over to Iiim 
of her whole fortune Karohno Bauer was now com 
plotcly m tho hands of Count Blator down to her 
grave Though in her despair sho often palled lier 
cliain over so often, sho was iinnblo to break this 
“ nnassailablo bond ' Indeed, whither could tho 
aging woman, whom tho hopdess strugglo of years 
ngniDsl her “ tyrant” had completely liowcd down, 
lia\c turned her fleeing feet, namclc'S, dishonoured 
as sho was, without n centime m her |>0'5C5Bion ? 
Lven a return to tho stage was impossible In 
after years sho would sometimes mat o up her mind 
to wander through the world reading her “binge 
lltmimscenccs’’ in tho stylo of Charles Bickens,nnd 
thus bo free once more More fretioeiitU still the 
ihouphl came to lur to pul nn end to Imr i xi trno 
bv suicide Hut to accomplish even this she wanted 
thi tnnjtli 
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So tlie struggle for existence went on — and life 
on the mount of torment became drearier and 
gloomier from year to year. The ayarice of the 
Count grew daily, and the financial distress of the 
mistress of Broelberg became more and more 
burdensome, as she now wanted the plentiful 
assistance of her brother Louis. In her eternal 
trembling fear she had neither the courage nor the 
strength to explain to her lord that the prices for all 
means of living had trebled during the last 20 or 
30 years, that coachman, footman, cook, groom 
expected higher wages in 1874 than what they re- 
ceived in 1844; and Count Plater found it much 
more convenient to carry on his Polish management 
as before, and not to have to double or treble the 
allowance for household expenses. 

And this Polish avarice ruined poor Karoline 
Bauer unmercifully — physically and morally — ver- 
dorhen und gestorhen . . 

As long as she had left a trinket or jewel that 
could be sold it went to Zurich to the jeweller or 
broker. At last she had left neither watch, nor nng, 
nor bracelet, and her toilet grew poorer and poorer. 
The only article of value she stiU possessed was a 
necklace of genuine pearls, a present from Prince 
Leopold of Koburg, but it the Count kept in safe 
custody 

And when she had nothing left belonging to her 
that she could sell, the unhappy woman sunk so low 
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that she Beoretly, vnth the connivaace ot her sor 
vanta, sold the property ot her lord — the hay from 
off the loft, the home-grown wine from out ot the 
cellar, the fruit from the garden, &o , iLo. Even on 
her death bed, a few days before her demise, she 
clandestinely sold wine for several hundred francs 
lIoreoTor, she never got quit of the most press 
ing debts. She borrowed of her neighbours — nay, 
oven from her charwoman — at high interest After 
her death there were found to oust 2,600 francs of 
such debts Did Count Pinter pay them, I wonder? 

Can a woman sink deeper still ? Ay, alas, 
■When all her resources for raising moncj were 
dried up Knrohno Bauer, in her despair, had rcconrao 
to oven worse means Slio paid with promises, and 
gave assignations for payment after her death by 
her testament, although sho know but too well that 
she had no fortune now, and could then fore not bo 
queath anything Such promissory notes sho gave, 
“in Gods name,” for 600 francs to her coachman, 
her faithful female cook of many years sen ice, and 
others, thereby to bind them to her service year after 
year, despite the small wages they received In this 
manner the unfortunate woman b-camc a swindler 

On the 1 tth July, 1870, Knrohno Bauer writea 
to Marlin IVtals, the tahtor of tin “Diutscho 
‘-chaubuhnn, who took much pains to nilvnnce hir 
intfrcst by means of his own journal and oth r 
papers. “ I have ye a lit lo bittvI for you in 
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fJoip. ThiF morntii" I earned f-o the register-office 
(if lliis paml) n dc-'ignalion, a simple codicil • ‘After 
iin deiih m\ (‘xicufors fIihII have to pn^' to Eorr 
Marlin latciateur, Boilin . . francs. . . 

Tim ino\c may jiiovc to }ou ll0^v S0113' I am to be 
ininlilo to ])ip^cnt an^lliing to 3011 at present, but 
bo;v inuch I acknowledge 3'our S3'mpath3’-, 3’'0iir in- 
tellectual aid. . , . How ever truly and affec- 

tionatelv 1 0111 s. . .” 

• * 

Ho such codicil was found. 

V- f- g jr ^ 

] 3 ut — let ns come to an end — to the most cheer- 
]e‘'S end of a human existence, once so richly 
adorned by God, grcall3’' gifted, much celebrated and 
mucli eiiMcd — winch w\as wrecked m vanity and sel- 
fishness fiom want of moral basis and moral 
strength, and under the harsh oppression of a Polish 
t3Tant 

On the evening of the 18 th of October, 1877 , 
Kniohne Bauer takes the little phial with chloral 
winch stands m front of her bed, and which contains 
many a dose yet for sleepless nights, and empties it 
to the dregs . She awoke no more. . . . 

No loving heart said a prayer with her I — no lov- 
ing hand closed her dim eyes ' The Count’s cow-boy 
made her funeral toilet for her 

Karoline Bauer, the Protestant, was buried with 
Bo man Catholic rites in Bapperswyl She, the 
bitterest hater of Poles, is entombed in the burial- 
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vanlts o£ tho Counts o£ Plater, and her portrait 
hangs m the Polish mnsenm As what P 

Upon her tombstone stands " Madame la Oom- 
tesse de Broi.1 Plater 1 ’ 
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